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ABOVE: Viking character 


development by Rick Maki. 


THE SEQUENCE at right was 
added very late in the game 
(March 2000) after we found the 
audience was not sufficiently 
involved with the story of the 
Atlanteans. It replaced a prologue 
with Vikings on the high seas. 
When the Viking prologue began 
to go south, we were under 
intense pressure to reconceive 
the prologue. Gary Trousdale 
boarded the sequence at home on 
a small, lined spiral notebook. 
It is really cool and matches the 


final film shot for shot. 
—Don Hahn, Producer 


EXT,.--OPEN OCEAN 

In the distance, a cata= 
clysmic explosion erupts, 
causing the Atlantean 
armada, made up of stone 
fish vehicles, to franti- 
cally fly fast at camera 
over the deserted land. 
One pilot yells to another. 


ATLANTEAN PILOT #1: NEE= 
puk! GWEE-sit TEE=-rid MEH= 
gid-lih-men! (You fool 
You've destroyed us alli) 


As the explosion gets 
bigger, it creates a giant 
tidal wave that comes at 
camera, taking out several 
stone fish. 


ATLANTEAN PILOT #2: Shoam 
KOO-leh=beh=toat! LOO-den= 
tem WEE=-luhg KAH=behr=seh= 
kem§ (It's gaining! We 
have to warn the city3) 


The giant wave is about 
to engulf the entire 
armada. 


Nahl YOH=deh-neh=toat$ 
(Too lates AAAAAASAGHHHHS ) 


ADDITIONAL PILOTS: GWEE= 
sit khoab=-DEH=sheh=toat! 
SOH=lesh=-tem MOO-tih=-lihm= 
kemS (We're doomed{ All 
is lost!) 


ATLANTEAN PILOTS: (SHOUTS 
AND SCREAMS) 


The pilot and his men are 
taken out by the wave. 


we, 


ABOVE: Storyboards by 


Director Gary Trousdale. 
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BELow: A deadly wave 
envelops Atlantis. Visual 
development by Lisa Keene. 
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EXT.--CITY OF ATLANTIS 
Red beams of light shoot 
out from a giant crystal 
that hovers in the sky 
over the city. Lookouts 
guarding the city's 
perimeter see the deadly 
wave approaching and sound 
a warning, signaling the 
civilians to take cover. 


ATLANTEAN LOOKOUT: TEH= 
wuhn=toaps TEH=gu-len-tem 
goam NOO-roash-yoakh$ 
(Everyone to the shelters!) 


ATLANTEAN COP #1: WEH= 
shehk=mohl$ dihn=NOAKH! 
(Don't panics One at a time$) 


As the giant crystal's 
red lights searches the 
eity, the people of 
Atlantis run for shelter. 
The KING and QUEEN and 
their young daughter, 
KIDA, run for safety as 
well. Kida stops to pick 
up her fallen doll amid 
the complete chaos of the 
panicked city. The queen 


pulls the frightened young 


princess along. 


ATLANTEAN RETAINER: OAT, 
TAH=nehb=-taot. KEE-yihsh? 


(This way, Your Highness. 


Quickly!) 


QUEEN: KEE=duh=-toap MAH= 
sihks (Kida, come on!) 


Kida reaches one last 
time for her doll, but 
her mother pulls her out 
of reach. 


QUEEN (CONT’D): KEE=duh= 
toap’! TOH=kiht sehr KO0O= 
pehg! NAHL=-tem WAH=nuh=teh= 
kem!l (Kida! Just leave it! 
There's no time$) 


Suddenly, a red crystal 
beam finds the queen and 
stops on her; the beam 
immediately turns blue. 
Still holding Kida’s wrist, 
the queen is lifted into 
the sky. As the queen's 
hand slips from Kida's, 

she takes her young daugh= 
ter’s bracelet with her. 


KIDA: MAH=tihm! (Mother$) 


The king looks up help= 
lessly as his beloved 
wife ascends into the 
center of the great crys= 
tal. Blue crystal beams 
shoot out from the mother 
erystal, creating a force 
field that surrounds the 
city of Atlantis. 


KIDA (CONT'D): MAH=-tihm! 
(Mother$) 


The king holds Kida in 
his arms. He looks up at 
the crystal, gives thanks, 
and says a silent good= 
bye to his loving wife. 


KING: OH=kweh=pen=tem MOH= 
khihn DEH=-rem, KEE=-duh= 
toaps (Close your eyes, 
Kida$) 


CUFT TOs 

The turbulent waters. As 
the wave crashes down, it 
swallows the protected 
city. In a few seconds, 
there is nothing left but 
the stormy ocean and no 
trace that Atlantis ever 
existed. 
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ABOVE: Kida’s mother 

is taken by the crystal. 
Storyboards by Gary 
Trousdale, Kevin Harkey, 
and Todd Kurosawa. 


BELOw: The Stone Giants 
are the protectors of 


Atlantis. Visual development 
by Scott Caple. 
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Visual development 
of Atlantis. 


PAGE 4-5: Drawing by 
Peter Bielicki, painted 
by Michael Kurinsky. 


PAGE 8: Drawing by 
Marcelo Vignali, 
painted by David Goetz. 
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IT STARTED, ON-A HOT OCTOBER AFTERNOON AN 1 996 when _L-met*with, Beauty and the ‘Beast 
« - directors Kirk-Wise and Gary’ Trousdale“at.a Mexican restaurantiin Burbank. We were theré to talk about movies. 


We talked about the movies we had_made;the movies that we liked when we were kids) and, after consuming 
unspeakable.quantities,of’cheese nachos, we talked about the movie we,would’make nexts 

There’ was*a_kind of film that-we all loved when we were Growing up: the action adventure moviewl It. was a 
genre.that Walt_Dishey popularized in the’ 1950s with movies such as 20,000 Leagues Under the ‘Sea, Siviss 
Family Robinson, and The Castaways./Later Stephen Spielberg and. George Lucas invigorated the genre with 
Raiders of-the Lost Ark. We loved those movies. We loved far-off places, expert explorers, perilous favigation, 
romantic ruins.\We loved Adventureland at-Disheyland and we wanted to%go there again... . this*time on the 
movie screen: A} 

Our first instinct,was,to do Journey to the ‘Center of the,Earth, ,the’ dules Verne story that features a 
segment on Atlantis.,.But the’*more we thought aboutiit, Atlantis itself seemed like a classic concept for ‘a movie. 


The story that we*Knew went something like this: 


“ \.in a \sitele day aif) night-of misfortune ythe island /of 
Atlantis disappeared-intocthe depths of the/sea.” —Plaio] 360 2.0. 


It was a deceptively simple’sentence, that would become the framework for four arduous yearsof filmmaking. 
Motion pictures are a visual storytelling medium.and/so it was important to develop*the»story Wisually and 


verbally at the same time. As such, the process of bringing the story to the screen was extremely Collaborative. i 
Story supervisor John Sanford and his extraordinary team of story people (Chris Ure, Kelly Wightman, A 
Todd. Kurosawa, and Kevin*Harkey) developed the movie further, first as an illustrated story outline, then oS 
eventually as fully realized storyboards. , A 
Then animators, actors,.background painters, layout-and, visual effects ariets, and virtuahiy Ebefyone on- bes 
the crew were charged,with supporting the,story with their performances and their.artistic choices. The a 
process of “returning to Adventureland” was never an easy one, but, as the seript excerpts and aftwork on my 
the following pages will attest, Atlantis? The Lost Empire was born ‘in a wonderful prota agtian of both = 
= 


words and images‘and with a great love’and passion for the genre: 


INT.«°MUSEUM BOILER ROOM 


MILO: Good afternoon, gen= 
tlemen. First off, I'd 
like to thank this board 
for taking the time to hear 
my proposal. Now we've 
all heard the legend of 
Atlantis=--of a continent 
somewhere in the mid-= 
Atlantic that was home to 
an advanced civilization, 
possessing technology far 
beyond our ownee. 


Milo points to a bust of 
Plato. 


MILO (CONT'D): ...that, 


EE, ee Sa | 


Plato here, was suddenly 
struck by some cataclysmic 
event that sank it 
beneath the sea. 

Now some of you may 
ask, why Atlantis? It's 
just a myth isn't it? 
Pure fantasy. Well that 
is where you'd be wrong. 
Ten thousand years before 
the Egyptians built the 
pyramids, Atlantis had 
electricity, advanced medi- 
cine, even the power of 
flight! Impossible, you say? 
Well, no, no, not for them. 
Numerous ancient cultures 
all over the globe agree 
that Atlantis possessed a 


Deep within the museum, 
Milo rehearses his presentation. 


ABOVE: Visual development 
by Ed Ghertner and 
Michael Kurinsky. 


RIGHT: Storyboards 
by Chris Ure. 


more powerful than steam, 
coal, even our modern inter= 
nal combustion engines. 
Gentlemen, I propose 
that we find Atlantis, 
find that power source 
and bring it back to the 
surface. (MILO HOLDS UP A 
MOUNTED PIECE OF PAPER TO 
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MILO (CONT'D): Now, this 
is a page from an illumi- 
nated text that describes 
a book called the 
Shepherd's Journal, said 
to have been a firsthand 
account of Atlantis and 
its exact whereabouts. 

Now, based on a cen= 
turies-old translation of 
a Norse text, historians 
have believed the journal 
resides in Ireland. (HE 
HOLDS UP A RATHER HEAVY 
VIKING SHIELD.) 


MILO (CONT'D): But after 
comparing the text to the 
runes on this Viking 
shield, I found that=<= 
that one of the letters 
had been mistranslated. 
So, by changing this 
letter and inserting the 
correct one, we find that 
The Shepherd's Journal, 
the key to Atlantis, lies 
not in Ireland, gentlemen, 
but in Iceland. 
(QUIETLY) 


MILO (CONT'D): Pause for 
effect. (TO THE AUDIENCE) 


Gentlemen, I'll take your 
questions now. 


Shhthunk. A message arrives 


via a pneumatic tube. 


MILO (CONT®D): 


(READING) Dear Mr. Thatch: 


this is to inform you 
that your meeting today 
has been moved up from 
4:30 PeMe to 3:30 PeMe 


(SHOCKED) What?! 


Milo turns to the clock 


which reads 4:00 p.m. Shhthunk. 
A second message arrives. 


MILO (CONT'D): (READING) 
Dear Mr. Thatch: Due to 
your absence, the board 
has voted to reject your 
proposal. Have a nice 
weekend. Mr. Harcourt'’s 
office. (MILO IS LIVID) 


MILO (CONT'D): Wait, Mr. 


Harcourt. Sir, I, I have 
new evidence thatec. 


BELOW: Production still. 


Harcourt runs out of the 
museum and into his 
waiting car. Milo catches 
up to him just as his 
driver shuts the car 


doore 


MILO (CONT'D): Please, Mr. 
Harcourt! Stop! 


Through the window, Milo 
hands Mr. Harcourt his 
MapS. 


MILO (CONT'D): Sir, if 
youe..ecould you hold... 
thank you very much... 
look at the... 


HARCOURT: This museum 
funds scientific expedi- 
tions based on facts, not 
legends and folklore. 
Besides, we need you 
here. We depend on you. 


ABOVE: Milo confronts 


| 


Mr. Harcourt. Rough 
animation of Milo by 

John Pomeroy, and of 
Harcourt by Dave Pruiksma. 


Harcourt hands back the 
Maps. 


HARCOURT: Yes! What with 
winter coming, that 
poiler's going to need a 
lot of attention. 


MILO: Boiler...? 
HARCOURT: Onward, Heinz’ 


The car drives off, Milo 
chases alongside. 


MILO: (HUFFING AND 
PUFFING) But, there=-= 
there's a journal! It's 
in Icelands I'm sure of 
it this time? 


Suddenly Milo jumps on 
the hood of the moving 
ear and yells at Harcourt 
through the windshield, 


MILO (CONT'D): Sir, I 
really hoped it wouldn't 
come to this. But this 
1s..c.8anece 


Milo pulls out a letter 
of resignation. 


MILO (CONT'D): A letter 


of resignation. If you 
reject my proposal, 
I'11,...WHOOAASS 


Heinz cuts the steering 
wheel, Milo and the 
letter fly off the car, 
landing in the gutter. 


MILO (CONT'D): (YELLING) 
Ifill quits 


The car stops and reverses 
back to Milo. Hareourt 
leans out his window. 


MILO (CONT'D): I mean it 
sir’ If you refuse to 
fund my proposal... 


HARCOURT: You'll what? Flush 
your career down the toilet 
just like your grandfather?! 
You have a lot of potential, 
Milo. Don't throw it all 
away chasing fairy tales$ 


MILO: But I can prove 
Atlantis exists} 


HARCOURT: You want to go 
on an expedition? HereJ 


Harcourt throws a eoin at 
Milo. 


HARCOURT (CONT'D): Take a 
trolley to the Potomac 
and jump in. Maybe the 
eold water will clear 
your head’ Heinz! 


The car drives away, 
splashing Milo with water. 
Soaked and bruised, Milo 
sits on the curb with his 
letter of resignation. It 
starts to rain. 


RIGHT: Character 
development of Mr. Harcourt 
by Jean Gillmore. 


WORSENED 
Ae a cams 


OPPOSITE: Visual development 
of the museum exterior. 
Drawing by Gary Mauri and 
Ed Ghertner, painted 

by James Martin. 


INTs 
MILO’*S APARTMENT 


Milo opens his apartment 
door. 


MILO: I'm home! Fluffy? 
Here, kitty. 


Milo flips the light 
switch, but the light 
doesn't come on. He flicks 


HELGA: Milo James Thatch? 


Standing by the window in 
the living room is HELGA 
SINCLAIR, a beautiful and 
mysterious blonde. She 
turns toward Milo and sits. 


MILO: What? Who are you? 
How'd you get in here? 


HELGA: I came down the 


a veo a a nr 


LEFT & BELOw: Rough 
animation of the sultry 
Helga Sinclair by Lead 
Animator Yoshimichi 
Tamura, cleanup by 
Florence Montceau. 
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My name is Helga 
Sinclair. I'm acting on 
pehalf of my employer, 
who has a most intriguing 
proposition for you....Are 
you interested? 


MILO: Your employer? Who 
is your employer? 


A bolt of lightning 
strikes outside. 


—_ 
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ABOVE: The drive leading up 


to Whitmore’s mansion. 


ee 
iad 
oo 
~~ 


WHITMORE’S MANSION is Arts and Crafts style, which was 
all the rage in the era leading up to 1914. 


—Kirk Wise, Co-Director 


CUT TO: EXT.-=- 
WHITMORE'S MANSION 

It's a dark and rainy night. 
Helga drives Milo through a 
massive iron gate leading to 
an enormous mansion. 


INT.--WHITMORE’®S MANSION 
Helga leads Milo inside 
and down a hallway toward 
an elevator. Milo is 
struck by the size and 
scale of the artifacts 
that have been collected. 


HELGA: This way, please. 
And don't drip on the 
Caravaggio....Step livel 


Mr. Whitmore does not 
like to be kept waiting. 
You will address him as 
Mr. Whitmore or sir. You 
will stand unless asked to 
be seated. Keep your sen- 
tences short and to the 
point. Are we clear? 


Milo exits the elevator 
into a room 


treasures from all over 
the world. Helga remains 
in the elevator. 


HELGA (CONT'D): And 
relax..ehe doesn’t 
bite...often. 


Milo walks through the 
hallway. He stops abruptly 
when he notices a painting. 


WMITM« OwonnArna? 


Seated on a pillow on the 
floor practicing yoga is 
industrialist and billion-= 
aire, PRESTON WHITMORE. 


WHITMORE: Finest explorer 
I ever met. 


MILO: Did you really know 
my grandfather? 


Whitmore stretches his 


Taga atrotaoht 44 the ater 


ORIGINALLY we had cast, and in fact recorded, Lloyd Bridges as Whitmore, 
but sadly he passed away before he could complete the role and was replaced by 


John Mahoney. Mahoney’s zest and vigor brought a new dimension that 


ultimately led to a reworking of Whitmore’s personality. 


then up, down and all 
around as he continues to 
talk to Milo. Whitmore's 
cracking joints can be 
heard for miles. 


WHITMORE: Oh, yeah, met 
old Thaddeus back in 
Georgetown. Class of ‘66. 
We stayed close friends 
till the end of his 
days...even dragged me 
along on some of his dang 
fool expeditions. Thatch 
was crazy as a fruit bat, 
he was. He spoke of you 
often. 


MILO: Funny. He never 
mentioned you. 


WHITMORE: Oh, he wouldn't. 
He knew how much I like 
my privacy. Y'know, some 
people say I'm eccentric. 


AhnhK Wej7 eql) tt whet 


—Hahn 


ABOVE: Rough animation of 


the eccentric Preston 
Whitmore by Shawn Keller, 
cleanup by Margie Daniels. 


you want.e.e.el keep a low 
profile. 


MILO: Uh, Mr. Whitmore, 
should I be wondering why 
I am here? 


WHITMORE: Look on that 
table. Ahhh=--it's for you. 


The package is addressed 
to Milo from his grandfa=- 
ther, Thaddeus Thatch. 


MILO: (BAFFLED, TO HIMSELF) 
THtaq from my rrandfather. 


THE SHEPHERD’S JOURNAL was 
written by a nomadic shepherd named 
Aziz, who disappeared into the earth for 
several years and returned telling wild 
stories of a fabulous lost kingdom. 
Branded as a lunatic, Aziz was imprisoned 
and spent the rest of his life writing of 
his adventures in what we now know to 


be Atlantis. 
—Gary Trousdale, Co-Director 
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WHITMORE: He brought that 
package to me years ago. 
He said if anything were 
to happen to him I should 
give it to you when you 
were ready. Whatever that 
MANS oes 


Unwrapping the package, 
Milo discovers an old joure- 
nal with an "A" etched in 
the cover. In shock, Milo 
flips through it. Depicted 
in the journal are ancient 
drawings and symbols. 


MILO: My God...it can’t 
be..-it's the Shepherd's 
Journal 


Whitmore curiously looks 
over Milo's shoulder to 
see the journal. Whitmore, 
half listening, reaches 
for a decanter and two 
glasses. He pours two 
drinks, drinks them both, 
then replaces everything. 


MILO (CONT'D): Mr. 
Whitmore. this iournal is 


the key to finding the 
lost continent of 
Atlantis$ 


Whitmore pats Milo on the 
shoulder as if to console 
him for having such a 
wild imagination. 


WHITMORE: Atlantis?! I 
wasn't born yesterday, son. 


As Milo explains, he 
flivs through the jiourneal. 


Whitmore goes to change 
his clothes behind a 
wardrobe screen. 


MILO: No, look, look 
ateeelook, look at this-= 
Coordinates, clues...it's 
all right here. 


Whitmore pokes his head out 
from behind the screen. 


WHITMORE: Heh§ Looks like 
fLibberish to me. 


MILO: That's because it’s 
been written in a dialect 
that no longer exists. 


WHITMORE: So it's useless. 


Milo walks away to read 
the journal more carefully 
under a light. Whitmore 
emerges behind him fully 
dressed in a handsome 
suit, with a walking 
stick. 


MILO: No, nol Just diffi- 
cult. I've spent my whole 
life studying dead languages. 
It's not gibberish to me. 


WHITMORE: Ah, it’s proba= Ly 
bly a fake. ee 


Milo snaps the journal 
closed and turns to face 
Whitmore. 


MILO: Mr. Whitmore, my 


grandfather would have 
known if this were a 
fake. I would know. I 
will stake everything I 
own, everything I believe 
in that this is the gen= 
uine Shepherd's Journal 


Whitmore puts up no argu= 
ment and turns away. He 
walks to his study and 
sits in his chair by the 
ABOVE: Visual development fireplace and in front of 
by John Watkiss. a wall-sized aquarium. 


TOP RIGHT: Production still. WHITMORE: All right, all 
right. So what do you 
LEFT: Visual development want to do with it? 
of the Shepherd's 
Journal by Hank Mayo. Milo paces in front of 
the aquarium, 
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MILO: Well, I?11, I*1l1, I?ll 
get funding. I mean...I*ll, 
the museum will... 


WHITMORE: They'll never 
pelieve you. 


MILO: I'11 show them! I 
will make them believe=- 


WHITMORE: Like you did 
today? 


Milo responds, first 
excitedly, then confused 
by his own response and 
Whitmore's knowledge about 
his talk at the museum. 


MILO: Yes! Nof How did 
you know?=-forget about 


them, okay? Never mind. 


Milo is overcome with energy 
and a sense of purpose. 


MILO (CONT'D): I will 


Even if I have to rent a 
rowboat 


Whitmore leans in and 
eyes Milo. 


WHITMORE: Congratulations, 
Milo. This is exactly 
what I wanted to hear. 
But forget the rowboat, 
son. We'll travel in 
styles 


Whitmore pushes a button on 
the top of the table. Milo 
watches as the table opens 
to reveal miniature models 
of an expedition convoy, 
including a submarine, dig- 
ger, and dirigible. 


WHITMORE (CONT'D): It's 
all been arranged-~the 


MILO: (PUZZLED) Why? 


WHITMORE: For years your 
granddad bent my ear with 
stories about that old 
pook. I didn't buy it for 
a minute. So, finally I 
got fed up, and I made a 
pet with the ol’ coot. I 
said, "Thatch, if you ever 
actually find that so=- 
called journal, not only 
will I finance the expedi- 
tion, but I'll kiss ya 
full on the mouth." 


Whitmore picks up a 
framed of Whitmore and 
Grandpa Thatch together, 
poth wiping off a kiss. 


WHITMORE (CONT'D): Imagine 
my embarrassment when he 


ABOVE: Production still. 


Whitmore goes to replace 
the photo on the mantel. 


WHITMORE (CONT'D): Now, I 
know your grandfather is 
gone, Milo, God rest his 
soul. But Preston Whitmore 
is a man who keeps his 
word. 


Whitmore then raises his 
eane to the portrait of 
Grandpa Thatch. 


WHITMORE (CONT'D): (SHOUT= 
ING AT THE PHOTO) Ya hear 
that, Thatch?! I'm going to 
the afterlife with a clear 
conscience, by thunder$ 


Whitmore sighs in front 


Ae seen = 


WHITMORE (GONT'D): Your 
grandpa was # great man. 
You probably don't realize 
how great. 
at the muse 
down and made & laughing- 
stock of hime He died a 
proxex mn. 2* 1 could 


pring back just one shred 
ghat would be 


gnose buffoons 
um dragged him 


of proof. 
enough for mée° 

Sh, Thatch What're we 
standin’? around for?? 
wetve got work to dot 


MILO: But Mr- Whitmore, 
in order to 4° what 
you're proposing, you're 
gonna need @ SEW se 


WHITMORE: qvaken care of! 


Whitmore spreads out a 
pile of dossierse 


MILO: Well, you'll need 


engineers and geologists... 


Whitmore picks UP ® picture 
of Milo'’s grandfather hold= 


jng the Shepherd's Journal, 


flanked by his Crewe 


WHITMORE: Got Tem all... 


The best of the best. 
Gaetan Molier®: Geologist 


wedi excavations Man has a 


nose for dirte 
Vineenzo santorini. 


Demolitions:s Busted him 
out of a qurkish prison. 


Audrey Ramirez. Don't 


let her age fool you. 
She's forgotten more about 


engines than you and I 


will ever knoWs 
They're ¢hne same crew 


that brought the journal 


MILO: Where was it? 


WHITMORE: Iceland. 


MILO: I knew it, I knew it! 


WHITMORE: All we need 
now...eis an expert in 
gibberish. 

So.e.eit's decision 
time. You can build on the 
foundation your grandfather 
left you...Or you can go 
back to your boiler room. 


Milo sits with the photo 
of his grandfather and 
the crew, looking at 
Whitmore incredulously. 


MILO: This is for real. 


WHITMORE: Now you're 
eatching on. 


Milo jumps up with 
excitement. 


MILO: All right, okay, I'll, 
I’1ll have to quit my job. 


WHITMORE: It's done. You 
resigned this afternoon. 


Milo falls back into the 
chair stunned. 


MILO: I did?! 


WHITMORE: Yep. Don't like 
to leave loose ends. 


MILO: My apartment...I'm 
going to have to give 


notice. 


WHITMORE: Taken care of. 


WHITMORE: Packed. 


MILO: My books? 
WHITMORE: In storage. 
MILO: My cat? 


Meow. Milo's cat Fluffy 
appears on his shoulder. 


MILO (CONT'D): My gosh... 


WHITMORE: Your granddad 
had a saying: "Our lives 
are remembered by the 
gifts we leave our chil-= 


ABOVE: Whitmore with Milo’s 
grandfather, Thaddeus T. 
Thatch. Visual development 
by Mike Cedeno. 


his gift to you, Milo. 
Atlantis is waiting. 
What do you say? 


Milo jumps out of the 
chair and grabs his coat. 


MILO: I’m your man, Mr. 
Whitmore’ You will not 
regret this! Boy, I'm so 
excited I, I, I, I, I 


cur TO: EXT.-= 
WHITMORE'S SHIP ON 
THE HIGH SEAS 


PACKARD (THE BXPEDITION'S 
UNFLAPPABLE COMMUNICATIONS 
OFFICER, 0.S.): Attention. 
All hands to the launch 
bay. Whoever took the "L" 
from the "Motor Pool" sign, 
ha ha, we are all very 
amused. 


As Milo makes his way 
inside the ship, he walks 
through an enormous garage 
filled with vehicles, 
mechanics, and all types of 
heavy machinery. He makes 
his way through the work 
area and comes upon a woman 
dressed in military gear. 


MILO: Excuse me? I need 
to...report in? 


ABOVE: Storyboards by John 
Sanford and production still. 


OPPOSITE: Inside the 
ship’s garage. Visual 
development by Jim Martin. 


Helga turns to face him, 
HELGA: Yes, Mr. Thatch? 


MILO: (STARTLED) 
Ah=$ It's youg 


Behind Helga, a chuck 
wagon is being lowered 
onto the loading bay. 
Inside it, and not at all 
happy, is COOKIE, the 
erew’s cook. 


COOKIE: Blondie! I got a 
bone to pick with you$ 


HELGA: (TO MILO) Hold 
that thought. 

(TO COOKIE) What is it 
this time, Cookie? 


COOKIE: You done stuffed 
my wagon full to bustin? 
with nonessentials. 
Lookit all this-- 
cinnamon? Oregano? 
Cilantro! What in the 
cockadoodle is cilantro? 


Cookie kicks over a box 


COOKIE (CONT'D): What is 
this? 


HELGA: That would be 
lettuce, 


COOKIE: Lettuce? Lettuce?! 


HELGA: It's a vegetable, 
Cookie. The men need the 
four basic food groups. 


COOKIE: I got your four 
basic food groups. Beans, 
bacon, whiskey, and lard! 


4 siren blares. 


HELGA: All right, cowboy, 
pack it up and move it out! 


PACKARD (0.S.): Attention$ 
All hands to launch bay. 
Final loading in progress} 


Milo is jostled as the crew 
runs to the launch bay. He 
pauses as he approaches 
the giant submarine that 
will take him on his journey. 


JIM VARNEY’S recording 
sessions always went long. 
The first hour was spent 
with stories about Tennessee, 
politics, his great-grandfathers, 
movies, and anything else Jim 
was interested in that day. For 
the rest of the session Jim 
would step to the microphone 
and make us laugh so hard we 
couldn’t think straight. This 
rant by Cookie went on much 
longer. Cookie finds forks and 
yells: “Well look at me. I’m the 


Queen of England.” 
—Trousdale 


S| 
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Watching the sub being 
loaded, Milo is almost 
run down by VINNY, the 
demolitions expert, who's 
wheeling a large barrel 
of ‘explosives. 


VINNY: Hey, junior, if 
you're looking for the pony 
rides, they're back there. 


Vinny pushes forward, past 
Milo. 


MILO: Excuse me...excuse 

me? You dropped your dy= 

dynamite...what else have 
you got in there? 


VINNY: Oh, gunpowder, nitro= 
glycerin, notepads, fuses, 
wicks, glue, eh, paper 
clips-=big ones. You know, 


Whitmore calls to Milo 
from the loading platform. 


WHITMORE: Milo’ Where ya 
peen? I want you to meet 
Commander Rourke. He led 
the Iceland team that 

brought the journal back. 


Milo shakes hands with 
Rourke, the imposing, no- 
nonsense leader of the 
expedition crew. 


ROURKE: Milo Thatch. 
Pleasure to meet the 
grandson of ol’ Thaddeus. 
See you got that journal. 
Nice pictures, but I pre= 
fer a good western myself. 


WHITMORE: (INDICATING THE 
CONVOY) Pretty impressive, 
eh? 


MILO: Boy, when you settle 
a bet, you settle a bet. 


WHITMORE: Well, your 
granddad always believed 
you couldn't put a 

price on the pursuit of 
knowledge. 


MILO: Yeah...believe me, 
this'll be small change com- 
pared to the value of what 
we'll learn on this trip. 


ROURKE: Yes, this should 
be enriching for all of us. 


PACKARD (0.S.): Attention, 
all personnels Launch will 
commence in fifteen minutes. 


Rourke and Mr. Whitmore 
shake hands. 


ROURKE: Mr. Whitmore. 


WHITMORE: Rourke. 


ROURKE: It's time. 


MILO: 'Bye, Mr. Whitmore! 


WHITMORE: Make us proud, 
boy$ 


LEFT: Rough animation of 
Rourke by Chris Wahl. 


ULYSSES STATS: 


| 
| TYPE: Armored submarine 
LENGTH: 382 Feet 
{ 
RIGHT & OVERLEAF: Early | WEIGHT: 18,750 tons (in dry dock) 
visual development of the SPEED: 18 knots 
submarine Ulysses by Matt 


Codd. Jim Martin later 


refined Godd’s design ARMAMENT: = 12 torpedo launchers, 


each with 120 DH-11 
high explosive proximity 


into working drawings. 


| CREW: 201 
| 
| 


The result of their combined 


nia neni oa —_—_—_—_ torpedoes. Launchers have 23 
sheetmetal-and-rivets = 
world of the explorers. Milo enters the sub, and The sub crew snaps into 180 degrees of movement. 
the door is closed and action. 22 independently 
BELow: Visual development locked behind him. launched attack subpods 
by John Watkiss. OFFICER NO. 2: Chief of 
ROURKE (0.S.): Lieutenant, the watch, take us down. 


take her down. 
OFFICER NO. 1: Dives Dive$ 


HELGA: Diving officer, Five degrees down bubble 
submerge the ship. Make 
the depth one-five-zero EXT.-=-SHIP"'S DECK 
feet. 

Whitmore, crossing his 
OFFICER NO. 1: Make the fingers for luck, waves 
depth one-five-zero feet, good=bye as the sub 


aye, sir. starts its descent. BELOW: Production still. 


tay) 
Dp 


ABOVE: Mrs. Packard, the 


dry-witted communications 
officer. Character develop- 
ment by Mike Mignola. 


INT.--SUBMARINE LOWER 
LEVEL 


Milo finds his cabin. He 
throws his gear on the 
floor and jumps onto the 
pottom bunk bed. 


MILO: *Yawn* 


PACKARD (0.S.): Attention. 
Tonight's supper will be 
baked beans. Music and 
program to follow. Who 
wrote this...? 


Milo is awakened by a 
light shining from the 
punk above which is com= 
ing from a pair of tele- 
scopic lenses. 


MOLE (0.S.): You have 
disturbed the dirt! 


MILO: Ah, pardon me? 


GAETAN MOLIERE, aka 
"MOLE," a strange little 


rodent-like Frenchman, 
jumps down from the top 
punk. He pulls back the 
sheets to Milo's bed, 
revealing small clusters 
of dirt all marked with 
the flags of countries 
from around the world. 


MOLE: You have disturbed 
the dirt’ Dirt from 

around the globe!’ Spanning 
the centuries! What have 
you done? England must 
never merge with France! 


Mole grabs Milo’s hand 
and inspects the finger- 
nails. 


MILO: Hey, hey, hey-=let gol 


MOLE: Do not be such a 
erybaby! Hold stilli 


Mole holds up a pair of 
tweezers and grabs a dirt 
particle from under Milo's 
fingernail. 


MOLIERE had an interesting evolution and was 
eventually inspired by some Chris Ure story 
sketches. Sweet is probably the first African 
American character in one of our features, 
animated by veteran Ron Husband and voiced by 
Phil Morris. (Phil’s father Greg was part of the 


original “Mission Impossible” TV show.) 
—Hahn 


ABOVE: Character 
development of Mole 
by Mike Mignola. 


LEFT: Layout by Jim Martin. 


MOLE (CONT'D): Aha§ There 
you arej (SPEAKING TO THE 
DIRT PARTICLE) 

Now, tell me your 
story, my little friend. 


Mole extends his eyepiece. 
The P.O.V. is through a 
microscope lens. 


MOLE (CONT'D): Lead from 
the pencil, you chew the 
eraser..eham sandwich, no 
mayoe I see you have a 
cat. Mold spores from 
Mesopotamian parchment 
circa 2000 Bec. These are 
all the microscopic 
fingerprints of the map- 
makereecs 


Mole tastes the particle. 


MOLE (CONT'D): (DISGUSTED) 
eeeand linguists 


MILO: Hey, how did=-= 


Mole gathers Milo'’s bag 
and throws it at him. 


MOLE: This is an outrage 
You must leave at once 
Out Out’ Outs Outs Out 


As Mole pushes Milo out 
the door, he bumps into 
SWEET, the crew's doctor. 


SWEET: Uh, oh. Sat in 
that dirt, didn't you? 
Mole§ Now, what have I 
told you about playing 
nice with the other kids? 


Sweet thrusts a bar of 
soap at Mole as if he's 
warding off vampires. 


SWEET: Name's Sweet. Joshua 
Sweet. Medical officer. 


MILO: Milo Thatch. 

SWEET: Milo Thatch! You're 
my three o’clock$ Well-=no 
time like the present. 
Sweet rummages through his 
bag and pulls out a large 


medical saw. 


MILO: Oh, boy. 


SWEET: Nice, isn't it? 

The catalog says this 
little beauty can saw 
through a femur in twenty 
eight seconds. I'm betting 
I can cut that time in 
half. Now, stick out your 
tongue and say "ahh." 


Placing the saw back in 
the bag, Sweet grabs a 
thermometer, 


MILO: Oh, no, really== 
I'*m=--ACKY 


MIKE MIGNOLA’S graphic, angular style was a key influence 


on the “look” of the characters. The mystic Zoltan was one of 


the characters cut from the crew after an early screening. 


Sweet sticks the thermome= 
ter into Milo's mouth. 


SWEET: So, where ya from? 
MILO: Iggle’ Iggle! Algaee$ 
SWEET: Really? I have fam= 
ily up that way. Beautiful 


country up there. Ya do 
any fishing? 


SWANN EW 


2) 


—Wise 


MILO: Mmp! Miggle mump$ 


SWEET: Me? I hate fish= 

ing. I hate fish. Hate 

the taste, hate the 

smell, and hate all them 

little bones. Pi 


tay) 
~ 


Sweet walks away and 
comes back with two very 
large containers. 


SWEET (CONT'D): Here. I'm 
gonna need you to fill 
these up. 


Milo spits out his 
thermometer. 


MILO (SPITTING OUT THER= 
MOMETER): With what?3s 


PACKARD (0.S.): Will Mr. 
Thatch please report to 
the bridge. 


MILO: Thank you. (CATCHING 
HIMSELF, TO SWEET) I mean, 
nice meeting you. 


SWEET: Uh, huh, nice 
meeting you, too. 
LEFT: Character development 


by John Watkiss. 


CENTER LEFT: Character 


development of Sweet 


cur TO: 
INT.-~-SUBMARINE 
CONTROL DECK 


ROURKE: Welcome to the 
bridge, Mr. Thatch. Okay, 
everybody, I want you to 
give Mr. Thatch your 
undivided attention. 


Unimpressed, AUDREY, the 
chief mechanic, pops her 
chewing gum. 


MILO: Anyway...This, 
okay, this is an illus- 
tration of the Leviathan, 
the creature guarding the 
entrance to Atlantis. 


VINNY: With something like 
that, I would have white 
wine, I think. 


MILO: It’s a mythical sea 

serpent. He’s described in 
the book of Job. The Bible 
says, "Out of his mouth go 
purning lights, sparks of 

fire shoot out." But more 

likely it's a carving or a 
sculpture to frighten the 

superstitious. 


ROURKE: So we find this 
masterpiece. Then what? 


IT WAS IMPORTANT to us that all the machines look like some- 
thing that could have existed in 1914. Jim Martin painstakingly 
crafted drawings like this to work out the details of the equipment. 


LEFT: Visual development 
of the command center 
by Jim Martin. 


OPPOSITE: Storyboards by John 
Sanford and production still. 


MOLE: When do we dig? 


MILO: Actually, we don't 
have to dig. You see, 
according to the Journal, 
the path to Atlantis will 
take us down a tunnel at 
the bottom of the ocean. 
And we'll come up a curve, 
into an air pocket, right 
here, where we'll find the 
remnants of an ancient high= 
way that will lead us to 
Atlantis. Kind of like the 
grease trap in your sink. 


HELGA: (AN ASIDE TO 
ROURKE) Cartographer, 


linguist, plumber? Hard to 
pelieve he’s still single. 


MOLE: (TO HELGA) You said 
there would be digging. 


HELGA: Go away, Mole$ 


OFFICER #2: Captain’ You 
petter come look at this, 
sir! 


ROURKE: Okay, class 
dismissed. 

Give me exterior 
lights. 


—Wise 


PACKARD: Commander, I 
think you should hear 
this. 


MILO: (READING FROM THE 
JOURNAL) PREH-desh-tem 
LOH=tuh-nug/ NAHbuddha= 
geb. "Enter the lair of 
the Leviathan, last of 
the mighty war gods. 
There you will find the 
path to the gateway." 


PACKARD: Commander. 
Commander. Commander, 


ROURKE: Yes, Mrs. Packard, 
what is it? 


PACKARD: I'm picking some=- 
thing up on the hydrophone 
that I think you should hear. 


ROURKE: Put it on speakers. 


The sound is amplified on 
the sub's loudspeakers. 


KELLY WIGHTMAN’S sketches illustrate for the crew and 
audience the geography of what lies ahead and set up the Leviathan 
sequence. Matt Codd designed the Leviathan. 


The echoing sound has 
everyone’s attention. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): What is 
it? A pod of whales? 


PACKARD: Nah=uh. Bigger. 


HELGA: Sounds metallic. 
Could be an echo off one 
of the wrecks. 


PACKARD: (TAKING OFF HEAD= 
PHONES) Do you wanna do 
my ‘job? Be my guest. 


MILO: Is it just me, or 
is that getting louder? 


The noise grows louder, 
then softens and then 
suddenly stops. 


—Wise 


HELGA: Well, whatever it 
was, it's gone now. 


ROURKE: Helmsman$ Bring us 
about. Tighten our search 
pattern and slow us to== 


SLAM. Everyone is thrown 
about the deck as some= 
thing hits the ship. 


[S| 


EXT .--SUBMARINE 


We see the Leviathan, an 
enormous lobster=shaped 
creature, swat at the sub 
with a massive claw. 


BELOw: Visual 
development of the 
Ulysses by Matt Codd. 


The crew stands on the 
bridge of the sub and looks 
out onto what appears to 
be a ship graveyard on the 
ocean floor. 


HELGA: Look at that. 


MILO: There are ships 
here from every era. 


Packard hears a strange 
Sound coming through her 
earphones. 


INT, --ENGINERRING 
Audrey is running past crew 
members to see the damage. 


AUDREY: Out of the way! 


INT .--SUBMARINE CON# 
TROL DECK 

Through the bridge window, 
the Leviathan is seen turn= 
ing back to destroy the sub. 


ROURKE: Tell Cookie to 
melt the butter and bring 
out the bibs. I want this 
lobster served up on a 
silver platter. 


JE DIRECTORS always thought 
the Leviathan as the largest of 
lantean warships left over from 
> holocaust that drove Atlantis 
the center of the earth. Since 
it day, the Leviathan has, by 
cling the entrance to Atlantis, kept 
ruders at bay. There are several 
trances to Atlantis from the 
rface. The Shepherd’s Journal 
ided our explorers to this portal, 
iich in the shepherd’s day was 
ove ground. Our lead Leviathan 
imator, Mike Merrell, did an amaz- 
x proof-of-concept test on the 
-viathan early in the production. It 
is animated in crude wireframe 
rm and showed the potential for the 


quence. 
—Hahn 


RIGHT: Frame from an early 
proof-of-concept test. The 
Leviathan is animated with an 


HELGA: Load the torpedo 
bays$ Subpod crew==-battle 
stations! 


The crew rushes to man sub=- 
pods for battle. The 
Leviathan grabs the subma= 
rine with its claws. Its 
giant eye glares menacingly 
at Milo through the glass 
window. 


MILO: Jiminy Christmas! 
It’s a machine 


The Leviathan starts to 
crush the sub. 


ROURKE: Launch subpods?! 


ENSIGN REYNOLDS: (0.S.) 
Subpods away! 


Subpods are jettisoned 
from the sub’s launching 
docks and quickly group 
to attack the Leviathan. 
As the subpods fire tor- 
pedoes at the Leviathan, 
it releases the sub. 


INT.~-SUBMARINE CON= 
TROL DECK 
ROURKE: We’re free! All 
ahead full 


INT.~~SUBMARINE CON= 
TROL DECK 


ENSIGN REYNOLDS: (0.S.) 
Break formation! Get out 
of theref 


ROURKE: Fire torpedoes! 


OFFICER #1: (0.S) Fire 
torpedoes$ 


Two turrets on the sub 
spin around and fire at 
the Leviathan. 


The Leviathan turns and 
fires an electrical beam 
that hits the sub and 
blasts a hole right 
through it. 


INT.--ENGINEERING 
Water floods into the 

sub. The outside pressure 
forces welded bolts to 

pop from the ship's seams 
and ricochet around the 
poiler room. Audrey dodges 
them as she runs to the 
intercom. 


AUDREY: (TO CREW) Get me 
the bridge! 


INT.--SUBMARINE CON= 
TROL DECK 

PACKARD: Sir, it's engi- 
neering on four. 


AUDREY: (ON SPEAKER) 
Rourke} We took a big hit 
down here, and we're tak= 
ing on water fast. I 


don't want to be around 
when it hits the boiler. 


ROURKE: How much time do 
we have? 


AUDREY: Twenty minutes if 
the bulkhead holds. 


An explosion is heard 
from 0.5. 


AUDREY (CONT'D): You 
petter make that five. 


ROURKE: (TO HIS CREW) You 
heard the lady. Let's 
move$ 


MILO: Move? Move where? 


The stunned crew rushes 
to abandon ship. 


HELGA: Packard, sound the 
alarm! 


PACKARD: (WEARING BAR= 
PHONES, SMOKING) ...He 
took his suitcase? Marge, 
honey, I don't think he’s 
coming back. 
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HELGA: Packard 


PACKARD: I have to call 
you back. (PAUSE) 

No, no, I*ll eall you. 
(ON LOUDSPEAKER) All hands 
abandon ships All hands 
abandon ship’ 


The crew rushes to their 
Aqua Evac Vehicles. 


HELGA: Move it, people. 


nice’ C'mon! Everybody 
grab a seat and buckle int 


ROURKE: Lieutenant, get us 
out of here? 


Helga struggles with a 
jammed release lever. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Lieutenants 


HELGA: I'm working on it’ 


as the Leviathan makes 
its way back toward the 
disabled sub. 

With one last kick, Helga 
frees the release lever, 
opening the exit bay and 
ejecting the escape vehicles. 


HELGA (CONT'D): Hang on’ 


The two Aqua Evacs shoot 
out of the sub just as 
the Leviathan crushes the 


a, ee, ee a ee eee ee 


THE SUBPODS first appeared in Tab 
Murphy’s early draft of the screenplay. 
We wanted them to be lightweight, fast 
and maneuverable, but still have a 


bulky, period look. 
—Wise 


ROURKE: Where to, Mr. Thatch? 


>| 


MILO: We're looking for a 
big crevice of some kindJ 


ROURKE: (POINTING AHEAD) 
There} Up ahead! 


HELGA: All craft make your 
mark twenty degrees down angle! 


OFFICER #1: Roger’ twenty 
degrees down angle. 


Dodging falling submarine 
debris, those who are 
left of the escaping crew 

“are able to make their 
way into an opening. 


ABOVE LEFT: Visual 
development of a 
subpod by Jim Martin. 


OVERLEAF: Visual development 
of the Leviathan making 

its way toward the sub 

by David Goetz. 


ABOVE: Storyboards 
by Kevin Harkey. 


BELOW: Gary Trousdale 
created this kitchen sink 
drawing to explain the 
grease-trap concept. 


EXT.--VINNY AND 
MOLE’'S SUBPOD 


MOLE: Right behina you! 


Vinny and Mole’s subpod 4° 
rocked with the shock 

waves as the Leviathan ¢ 
a subpod right behind the” 


yushe s 


MOLE (CONT'D): Sacre b2e¥! 


EXT .~~-SUBPOD 


SUBPOD OFFICER: wetre &°* 
ting killed out here! 


The Leviathan is unablé 


to follow the escape 
vehicles into the narrow 
crevice. It shoots an 
electrical beam that hits 
one of the subpods. 


SUBPOD OFFICERS: Look out3 
Turn! Turn? 


The damaged subpod runs 
directly into an escape 
vehicle. 


SUBPOD OFFICERS: Look out! 
Turn’ Turn! 


The vehicle crashes into 
the side of the cave wall. 


INT.~--MILO"'S SUBPOD 


MILO: (CHANTING) It's only 
a grease trap. It's just 
like a sink. 

It’s only a grease 
trap. It’s just like a 
sink} 


The one remaining Aqua 
Evac and one subpod, 
manned by Vinny and Mole, 
make their way through 
the submerged cave. 
Reaching an air pocket, 
they surface in an 
underground grotto. 


BXT.~-ATLANTEAN CAVE 
ENTRANCE 


A searchlight from the 
Aqua Evae focuses on the 
cave wall. A giant carved 


dragon’s=head entrance is 


revealed, 

Sweet lights a candle and 
floats it in a helmet on the 
water. The crew members pay 
tribute to their fallen com= 
rades. 


ROURKE: Seven hours ago, 
we started this expedition 
with two hundred of the 


finest men and women I've 
ever known. We're all 
that's left. 

I won't sugarecoat it, 
gentlemen. We have a 
erisis on our hands. 

But we've been up this 
particular creek before 
and we've always come 
through, paddle or no 
paddle. I see no reason 
to change that policy 
nowe From here on in, 
everyone pulls double 
duty. Everyone drives, 
everyone works. Looks like 


all our chanees for 
survival rest with you, 
Mr. Thatch. You and that 
little book. 


PACKARD: We're all gonna 
die. 


RIGHT: Milo with the 
Shepherd’s Journal. Rough 
animation by Dougg Williams. 


BELOw: The remaining 
crewmembers pay a hushed 
tribute to their fallen 
comrades. Production still. 


7b) 0 oecdic 


Cur YOs 

INT.--DRAGON’'S HEAD== 
START OF ATLANTEAN ROAD 
The crew is gearing up to 
start their journey into 
the "Dragon's Mouth." 


ROURKE: Okay, people, 
saddle up. Lieutenant, I 
want this convoy moving 
five minutes ago. 


HELGA: Mole, youre on 
point. 
No, Vinny. Audrey's 


taking the oiler. You know 
the rules. I want you fifty 
yards behind that truck at 
all times. 


Milo walks up to a truck 
and timidly honks the horn. 


ORIGINALLY, the sub navigated the “grease 
trap” and surfaced in the underground grotto. 


The sub then off-loaded 
a convoy of barges that 


navigated an underground © 


river before being attacked 
by a pack of “squid bats” 
that destroyed much of the 
convoy and sank the sub. 
This area was also the 
beginning of “the trials.” 


In the original idea of the story, the 
stranded explorers had to navigate four trials 
based on the elements—earth, wind, fire, 
and water. The earth trial was a cavern of 
lava whales; the wind trial was a dangerous 


wind tunnel. The 


fire and water trials 


ROURKE: 
you're checked out on 
this class of vehicle? 


Are you sure 


MILO: Uhee. 


ROURKE: 
truck? 


Can you drive a 


*Pfft* (LAUGHS) 
I ean drive a 


MILO: 
Of course, 
truck$ 
Ah, sure, you've got 

your steering and your 
gas and your brake...and 
of course this...metal..o. 
uh, looking thing... 


Rourke glares at Milo. 


MILO (CONT'D): Okay, so 


it was a bumper car at 


| 


{ 


Coney Islands But it’s 
still the same basic 
principle$ 


Rourke sighs, watching Milo 
behind the wheel. Minutes 
later, the convoy is held 
up by Milo stopping and 
starting as he grinds the 
truck's stick shift. 


MILO: (V.0.) Got it! 
Under control! No problem! 
Little temperamental! Low 
gear, steep grade! Don't — 
ride the brakes. cad 
CUT TO: Milo's truck 
being pulled by the digger. 


BELOw: Visual development 
by Jim Martin. 


remain as the firefly sequence and the 
Leviathan sequence. 


Unfortunately, the first 
two had to be cut to 
save time. The wind trial 
featured giant 
heads with their mouths 
open. As the wind began to 
blow, they would produce 
a deafening sound like a 


carved 


huge pipe organ. Part of 


the vehicle design was inspired by a field trip 
we took to the Aberdeen Proving Grounds in 
Maryland. Captain Jack Atwater was our host 
and showed us his astounding collection of 
period tanks and vehicles. We named a small 
tank “the Captain Jack” in his honor. 


—Hahn 


cur TOs 

The crew is stopped in 
front of two cave entrances. 
Bach cave resembles one of 
the eyes in a skull=shaped 
outcropping of rock. 
Studying the journal, Milo 
points to one. The crew 
starts toward that cave, 
and then quickly retreats 
as a monster jumps out. 
Milo turns the Journal 
right-side up. The crew 
glares at him. 


Cur TOs 
Milo takes a drink of 
water from a canteen. 


VINNY: You didn't just 
drink that, did you? That's 
not good. That's nitro~ 
glycerin! Don't move, don’t 
preathe, don’t do any= 
thing, except pray, maybe. 


MOLE: BOOM{%3% 


Milo nearly jumps out of 
his skin as Vinny and 
Mole laugh and drink from 
the canteen. 


GUT TOs 

Sweet is helping Vinny, 
then Mole, then Audrey up 
a hill. As Milo extends 
his hand for help, Sweet 
and the crew ignore him. 


The crew journeys through 
the underground world 
that leads to Atlantis. 


BELOw: Visual development 


by Ricardo Delgado. 


OPPOSITE TOP: Layout by 
Dennis Greco. 


OPPOSITE BELOW: Visual 


development by John Lee. 


cur Tor 

EXT .»=--CAMPFIRE 

The crew is sitting 
around a fire and eating 
together. But Milo sits 
yards away, studying the 
Journal. 


cur TO: 

The crew's path is 
obstructed by a giant 
stone pillar. 


MILO: Good night’ Will you 
look at the size of this 
It's got to be half a mile 
high, at least! It must 
have taken hundreds... 
no==-*pfft* thousands of 
years to carve this thing! 


Vinny pulls Milo away and 
nonchalantly blows up the 


column's base, causing it 
to fall on its side. 


VINNY: Hey, look, I made 
a bridge. And it only 
took me, what...ten sec= 
onds=-eleven, tops. 


The convoy travels 
across the fallen 
pillar. Three creatures 
flash in front of 
camera. The last stops, 
back to camera, and 
watches the convoy. 
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THE EARLIEST idea for Atlantis 
was really a “journey to the center of 
the earth” story. To study the under- 
ground world, we traveled to 
Carlsbad Caverns National Park in 
New Mexico and toured the caves 
800 feet below the earth’s surface. 
The size of some of the underground 
rooms—many football fields across— 
inspired many visuals in the film. 
The production team explored some 
wild caves, too, including a small 
cavern called Spider Cave whose 
entrance is a 50-foot crawl through a 
tight-fitting passageway, which 
at times is no bigger than an 
air-conditioning duct. Not for the 
weak at heart, but it gave us an appre- 
ciation of an underground world that 


most never see. 
—Hahn. 
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The convoy travels 


through the caves. 
ABOVE: Production still. 


ABOVE INSET: Visual 
development of Mole’s 
digger by Matt Codd. 


MARC OKRAND, our linguist, is 
an expert in dead languages—a 
modern'day Milo Thatch—who also 
developed the Klingon and Vulcan 
languages for Star Trek. Artist John 
Emerson developed the written 
language by doing thousands of 
scribbles on note pads inspired by 
many ancient letterforms. We 
hunted through these and found the 
most interesting and arcane examples 
we could, which together became 


the Atlantean alphabet. 
—Trousdale 


CUrT TOs 
The convoy is now stopped 
in front of large wall. 


ROURKE: Looks like we 
have a little roadblock. 
Vinny, what do you think? 


ROURKE: Looks like we're 
gonna have to dig! 


MOLE: It would be my 
pleasure$ 


Mole fires up the digger, 
and begins to core through 
the wall. The digger 
shorts out and the cabin 
fills with smoke. It then 
stalls and stops running. 
Mole then bangs his head 
into the steering wheel. 


MOLE (CONT'D): *cough* 
Argh! You are stupid! 


AUDREY: I don't understand 
iti! I just tuned this 


eee,” 


MILO: Umeece 


Audrey opens the digger's 
engine door and looks in. 


AUDREY: It looks like the 
rotor’'s shot. I’m gonna 
have to pull a spare from 
one of the trucks. 


MILO: Can I==? 


AUDREY: No toques nadaf 
I'll be right back! 


Milo waits for Audrey to 
leave and then quickly 
fiddles around with the 
motor, finally whacking it 
with a wrench. It fires 
back up$ 


MOLE: She lives! 
AUDREY: Hey, what'd you do?! 


MILO: Well, you know the 
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Humac Model P54(stroke)813. 
We got the 814 back 
at the museum. The heat= 
ing cores on the whole 
Humac line have always 
been a little, you know, 
temperamental. So, some= 
times you just gotta-~- 
(MILO PUNCHES HIS FIST 
INTO HIS PALM)=-boom== 
persuade 'em a little. 


AUDREY: Yeah, yeah, thank 
you very much, shut up. 


Audrey goes to punch Milo 
put stopse Milo flinches. 


AUDREY (CONT'D): Two for 
flinching. 


Audrey actually punches 
Milo twice in the arn, 
hard, and then walks 

out of frame. As Milo 
rubs his arm, we can 
hear Mole laughing in the 


hacnkoroininda. 


cur ToO2 
EXT,.-~ATLANTBAN CAVE 
The trucks are parked at the 
edge of a bridge. The crew 
is looking up at a glowing 
rock formation that hangs 
from the cave's ceiling. 


MILO: This is it. It's 
gotta be. 


ROURKE: All right, we'll 
make camp here. 


AUDREY: Why is it glowing? 


MOLE: *Puh* It is a natu=- 
ral phosphorescence, 


VINNY: That thing is 


gonna keep me up all 
night. I know it. 


The crew is sitting 
around a campfire. Milo 

is sitting alone, flipping 
through the Journal. 


AUDREY: Hey, Milo==-don't 
you ever close that book? 


SWEET: Yeah, you must 
have read it a dozen 
times by now. 


MILO: I know...but this 
doesn't make sense. 


Audrey and Vinny eye each 
other nervously. 


MILO (CONT'D): See, in 
this passage here, the 
shepherd seems to be 
leading up to something. 
He calls it the heart of 
Atlantis. It could be the 
power source the legends 
refer to...but then it 
just cuts off. It’s 
almost like there's a 
missing page. 


VINNY: Kid, relax. We 
don't get paid overtime. 


MILO: I know, I know. 
Sometimes I get a little 
carried away. But, hey, 
that’s what it’s all 
about, right? I mean 


discovery, teamwork, adven= 
ture... Unless maybe you're 
just in it for the money. 
AUDREY: Money. 

PACKARD: Money. 

MOLE: Money. 

SWEET: Money. 

VINNY: I'm gonna say money. 
MILO: *Sigh* Well, I 


guess I set myself up for 
that one. 


a 


BELOw: Milo leads the way. 
Production stills. 
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Milo rubs at the base of 
his neck. 


SWEET: Something wrong 
with your neck? 


MILO: Ah, yeah==I must 
have hurt it when--YAHHHS 
GAHHH § 


Sweet suddenly grabs 
Milo's head and twists it. 


SWEET: Better? 


MILO: Yeah...Hey where'd 
you learn how to do that? 


SWEET: An Arapahoe medi- 
cine man. 


MILO: Get outta here. 


SWEET: Born and raised 
with them. My father was 
an army medic. He settled 
down in the Kansas 
Territory after he met my 
mother. 


Sweet pulls out a picture 
of his African American 
father and his Native 
American mother. 


MILO: No kidding. 


SWEET: Nope. I got a 
sheepskin from Howard U 
and bearskin from ol? 
Iron Cloud. 

Halfway through med= 
ieal school, I was 
drafted. One day I'm 
studying gross anatomy in 
the classroom. The next, 
I'm sewing up Rough 
N4dderg on tan Juan Aill. 
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COOKIE: Main course. 


VINNY: I couldn't eat 
another bite. 


PACKARD: Oh, no. Ifll 
pass. I had a big lunch. 


SWEET: Oh, no. No, no, 
no, no. Don't make me, 
don’t ask me. 


AUDREY: Thanks, anyway. 
But, uh, I’m watching my 
weight. 


COOKIE: Don't you worry, 
it'll keep and keep and keep. 


PACKARD: Thank God I lost 
my sense of taste years ago. 


The crew begins to pitch 
tents and get ready to 
settle in for the night. 
ay the look of his 


17.10.08. 
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pitched tent, it becomes 
obvious that Milo hasn't 
gone camping in quite 
some time. 


VINNY: Aren't you gonna 
piteh up your tent? 


MILO: Ah, I did. Guess I'm 
still a little rusty at 

this. I haven't been camp=- 
ing since--well, since the 
last time Grandpa took me. 


Vinny fixes his tent. 
Milo gets in it. 


AUDREY: I never got to 
meet your grandfather. 
What was he like? 


MILO: Where do you start? 
He was like a father to 
me, really. My parents 
died when I was a little 
kid, and he took me in. 


ABOVE: The crew “enjoys” 
their campfire feast. 
Storyboards by 

Gary Trousdale. 


Milo chuckles to himself. 
AUDREY: What? 


MILO: I was just thinking== 
one time when I was eight, 
we were hiking along this 
stream, and I saw something 
shining in the water. It 
was a genuine arrowhead. 
Well, you'd think I'd found 
a lost civilization the way 
Grandpa carried on about it. 
It wasn't until I was 
older that I realized the 
arrowhead was just some 
compressed shale mixed 
with zine pyrite that had 
fractured into an 
isoceletic triangulate. 


MOLE: (LAUGHS) That is so 
cute. 


MILO: Say, Audrey, no 
offense, but how does a 
teenager become the chief 
mechanic of a 


multimillion=dollar 
expedition? 


AUDREY: Well, I took this 
job when my dad retired. 
But the funny thing was, 
he always wanted sons, 
right? One to run his 
machine shop, and one to 
be middleweight boxing 
champion. But he got my 
sister and me instead. 


MILO: So what happened to 
your sister? 


AUDREY: She's twenty-four 
and zero, with a shot at 
the title next month. 

Anyway, I'm saving up 
so my Papi and I can open 
another shop. 


Still fully dressed, Mrs. 
Packard strolls by. 


MILO: Forget your jammies, 
Mrs. Packard? 


PACKARD: I sleep in the 
nude. 


Sweet throws Milo a 
sleeping mask. 


SWEET: You're gonna want 
a pair of these. She 
sleepwalks. 


VINNY: Well, as far as me 
goes, I just like to blow 
stuff up. 


Sweet snaps Vinny's sleep= 
ing mask. 


SWEET: Come on, Vinny, 
tell the kid the truth. 


VINNY: My family owned a 
flower shop. We would sell 
roses, carnations, baby’s 
preath=-you name it. One 
day, I'm making about three 
dozen corsages for this 
prom--you know the one they 
put on their wrists... And 
everybody, they come, 
"Where is it? When is it? 
Does it match my dress?" 
It's a nightmare--anyway, 

I guess there was this leak 
next door=-of a gas or 
what=-=-BOOMS No more Chinese 


laundry. Blew me right 
through the front window. 
It was like a sign from 
God. I found myself, that 
boom. 


Dirt flies from a hole as 
Mole digs in for the night. 


MOLE: (0.S.) Heh, heh, heh. 
MILO: What's Mole’s story? 


SWEET: Trust me on this 
one. You don’t want to know. 


THIS PAGE: Don Novello’s 
voice performance had the 
filmmakers gasping for 
breath at every session with 
his nonstop wry ad-libs. 
Rough animation of Vinny’s 
bedtime florist speech by 
Russ Edmonds. 


OVERLEAF: A swarm of 
fireflies attacks the camp. 
To achieve the finished 
scene, many layers of 
effects animation were 
created (inset). 
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CUT FO: 

LATER THAT NIGHT 

As the crew sleeps, the 
three unrecognizable 
figures from earlier 
reappear. Springing into 
the campground, they land 
silently. They begin to 
explore the camp. One of 
the figures finds Milo's 
satchel and pulls out his 
photo of him and Grampa 
Thateh. Just then, a 
noise startles them and 
they quickly leave. 

Half asleep, Milo exits 
his tent with a small 
shovel, a roll of toilet 
paper, and a flashlight. 
He walks past Cookie, who 
mumbles in his sleep. 


COOKIE: (MUMBLING) 
Redhead’s got a gun. 


EXT.--ATLANTEAN CAVE 
As he undoes his pants, 
Milo inadvertently shines 
the flashlight at the glow= 
ing rock chandelier. This 
awakens small glowing fire- 
flies that flutter toward 
the camp. As they land they 
burst into flames! The 
fireflies swarm and attack 
the camp. Flames jump from 
tent to tent. In a matter 
of seconds the entire camp 
is ablaze. 


MILO: Fiirrre$! Filiirrrres$ 
Fiiiirel§’ Fiiirres%$ 


ROURKE: (IN HIS BED) 
*sigh* I'm gonna kill him. 


Rourke emerges from his 
tent. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Thatch, 
go back to be==-§ 


Rourke spots the fire. 


HELGA: Get some water on 
that fire$ 


ROURKE: No time§$ Get us 
into those caves. Move 
it, move it, move it 


Cookie cracks his whip at 
his electric mule, 


COOKIE: Yah=-hal Gertie, goJ 


The trucks quickly start 
over the bridge. Pelted by 
a swarm of fireflies, a 
fuel truck ignites and 
explodes, breaking the 
bridge in two. The digger 
starts to slide backward, 
forcing the rest of the 
convoy down with it. Mole 
frantically tries to switch 
gears, but it’s no use. 


MOLE: Nos Nos No$ Nof No$ 


The trucks slide down the 
crumpled bridge into the 
dark chasm below. 


ABOVE: Visual development 
of an Atlantean mask 
by Jean Gillmore. 


RIGHT: The trucks are 
pelted by a swarm of 
fireflies. Production still. 
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Helga shoots a flare up 
into the darkness. As the 
flare ares into the dark= 
ness, it illuminates the 
cave walls. 


HELGA: (0.S.) It just 
keeps going. 


VINNY: Maybe that’s our 
ticket outta here. 


The flare hits the roof 
of the cave. 


HELGA: Maybe not. 


MOLE: The magma has 
solidified in the bowels 
of the voleano, effectively 
blocking the exit. 


PACKARD: I got the same 
problem with sauerkraut. 


Sweet turns to Mole. 


SWEET: Hold on, back up. Are 
you saying this whole 
voleano can blow at any time? 


MOLE: No, no, no, no. It 
would take an explosive 
force of great magnitude$ 


The group turns to look 
at Vinny, who is playing 
with a stick of dynamite. 


VINNY: Maybe I should do 
this later, huh? 


ROURKE: If we could blow 
the top of that thing, 
we'd have a straight shot 
to the surface. Mr. 
Thateh, what do you think? 
Mister Thatch? Thatch$ 
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JEAN GILLMORE did piles of drawings to define 
the Atlanteans. She had to portray them not only as 
primitive hunter-gatherers, as with these masks, 
but also as sophisticated, civilized people in the pro- 
logue. The directors often described the Atlanteans 


ABOVE: Visual development 
of the Atlantean masks 
by Jean Gillmore. 


RIGHT: Storyboards 
by Kevin Harkey. 


EXT.--ATLANTEAN CAVE 
Milo lies on a rock uncon= 
scious. We now see the 
same three curious figures 
from before, dressed in 
masks and carrying spears, 
hovering over hin. 


ATLANTEANS: 

#1: TOOG poh YOO=-geh=-bin 
KHAH=beh=deh-toat. (He's 
dressed so strangely.) 


#2: Luht suhl-DO00-peh-toat 


unaware of what they meant. 


using Egypt as an example. When Napoleon wan- 
dered into Egypt, the people had lost track of their 
once great civilization. They were surrounded by 
artifacts of their former greatness but somehow 


—Hahn 


ey 


duhp? (Where did he come 
from?) 


KIDA: Toog KOO=-net Suhl= 
DOOP KHOH=peh-toat. (He must 
be from the surface.) 


#2: Uhd LOOD WOAN kweh= 
TEE-pih-moat duhp? (But 
how did he get here?) 


#1: TOO-git GWEH=noag TOO= 
seh-kem doo? (Should we 
kill him?) 


KIDA: Kwahm. (No, he 
doesn't appear to be 
hostile.) 


A spear tip lifts Milo's 
glasses. He opens his 

eyes to see three 
Atlantean warriors staring 
at him. Trying to get up, 
Milo grabs his shoulder 

in pain. He winces and 
sees blood on his hand. 


MILO: Ah=-=- 


The lead warrior removes 
his mask. We see that this 
warrior is in fact a 
woman. The female warrior 
and Milo stare at each 
other in amazement. Milo's 
injury makes him wince in 
pain. The warrior grabs 2 
blue crystal shard from 
around her neck and places 
it on Milo's wound. 

As she removes her 
hand, to Milo’s amazement, 
his wound is magically 
healed. The sound of the 
erew's trucks approaching 
causes the Atlanteans to 
run off. 


MILO (CONT'D): Whoa... 
whoae Hey, whoa whoal 
Hey, wait’ Just a minute?! 
Who are you? Come back$ 


Milo runs after them, but 
the Atlantean warriors cata= 
pult over boulders and away 
from the invading sounds. 


GUT TO: 

EXT .-"CITY OF ATLANTIS 
Milo stands, stunned, barely 
aware of the digger plowing 
through the cave wall behind 
him. The city of Atlantis 
appears before our eyes. 


COOKIE: Sweet mother of 
Jefferson Davis$ 


AUDREY: It's beautiful. 
SWEET: Milo, I gotta hand 
it to ya. You really came 


through. 


The Atlantean warriors 
jump down and ambush the 
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team. As the Atlanteans 
circle, spears raised, the 
crew is surprised and on 
alert. 


ROURKE: Holy cats! Who 
are these guys? 


MILO: They gotta be 
Atlanteans. 


HELGA: What?’ That's 
impossible. 


COOKIE: I seen this back 
in the Dakota. They can 
smell fear just by lookin’ 
at ya. So keep quiet. 


KIDA: NEH=shin=gen=-tem 
Gehb=Rihn Deh pen=yoakh. 
Leb EH=seh=nekh dupp DOO= 
weh=-ren=toap? Luht sull= 
DOO=peh=nekh dupp? (Who 


ABOVE: Model sheet of Kida 
by Randy Haycock. 


are you strangers and 
where are you from?) 


MOLE: I think it's talke 
ing to you. 


KIDA: Leb EH=seh=nekh dupp 
DOO=weh=ren=toap? Luht 
sull=DO0O=peh=nekh dupp? 
(Who are you strangers 
and where are you from?) 


Milo steps forward and 
attempts to speak in 
Atlantean. 


MILO: Leb EH=seh=nekh dupp 
DOO=-weh=ren=toap. Luht 
sull=-DO0O=peh=nekh dupp. 
(Who are you strangers 

and where are you from?) 
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ABOVE: Visual development 


of Kida’s hunting costume 
by Mike Mignola. 


OVERLEAF: The Atlanteans 
lead the explorers across 
the bridge to the city 

of Atlantis. Visual 
development by Peter 
Bielicki and Greg Drolette. 
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THESE PAGES: Visual 
development of the city of 
Atlantis by Mike Mignola. 


Recognizing Milo, the 
female warrior, KIDA, 
takes off her mask. 


KIDA: PRAH=wiht-tem duhn= 
GU=nuhg MOH=khihn YOO= 

gehb-leh=toat bet KAH=peh= 
reh-kihk. (Your manner of 
speech is strange to me.) 


MILO: Kahg...weh=geh=neh... 
preed. (I travel friend.) 


KIDA: KAHG WEH=geh-nohs 
PREE=duss-ess EH=seh-nen. 
(You are friendly traveler.) 


MILO: (TO THE PRINCESS) 
Ita, sum amice viator. 


KIDA: Dices linguam Romae. 
(You speak the language 
of the Romans.) 


MILO: Parlez-vous francais? 
KIDA: Oui, monsieur? 
Mole is thrilled. 


MOLE: They speak my lan=- 
guages! 


Mole approaches Kida. 


MOLE (CONT'D): Pardon, 
mademoiselle? 
Ah, voulez=vouSee. 


(WHISPERS IN HER EAR) 
Kida reacts to his request by 
punching Mole in the face. 


SWEET: Ooh’ I like her? 


AUDREY: Hmmm. ‘Bout time 
someone hit him. I'm just 
sorry it wasn't me. 


ATLANTEAN #1: Guten Tag! 
Wie geht’s? 


ATLANTEAN #2: Privett 


The Atlantean warriors all 
say hello to the crew in 
every language. The crew 
is amazed. 


ATLANTEANS: Ciao. 
(Italian) Shalom. (Hebrew) 
Salut. (French) GruBe. 
(German) Yasue. (Greek) Ni 
hao mae (Chinese) Li ho 
bo. (Taiwanese) 


AUDREY: How do they know 
all these languages? 


MILO: Their language must 
be based on a root 
dialect. Just like the 
Tower of Babel. 


ROURKE: Well, maybe English 
is in there somewhere. 
(TO ATLANTEANS) 

We are explorers from 
the surface world. We 
come in peacel 


Kida makes a welcoming 
gesture toward Atlantis 
pehind her. 


KIDA: (TO CREW) 
Welcome...to the city of 
Atlantis. Come. You must 
speak with my father. 


The crew climbs into 
their trucks. Rourke barks 
out a few orders. 
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ROURKE: Squad B, head 
back to the shaft and 
salvage what you can, 
We'll rendezvous in 
twenty-four hours. 
OFFICER: (0.S) Yes sirJ 
Let's move it. You heard 
him. Mole sits with Vinny 
in his truck. 

MOLE: I'm sooooo excited! 
The explorers drive across 
the bridge, following the 


Atlantean warriors. As 
Milo rides with Rourke 
and Helga he can't 

contain his excitement. 


MILO:...and what's 
really 
if you 


amazing is that 
deconstructed 
Latin, overlaid it 

with a little Sumerian, 
throw in a dash of 
Thessalonian, you'td be 
getting close to their 
basic grammatical struc= 


ture. Or at least in the 


same ballpark. Which is HELGA: Someone’s having a2 
almost exactly like cer= good time, 

tain obscure offshoots of 

Chocktaws Well, obviously ROURKE: Like a kid at 
using Creek pronuncia= Christmas, 

tion, but you get the 

point, proving once and HELGA: Commander, there 


for all, that Atlantean 
trade routes accessed the 


were not supposed to be 
people down here. This 
new world centuries changes everything. 
before the Bronze Age! 

Take that, Mr. 


Harcourt$ ROURKE: This changes nothing. 
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MOST ACCOUNTS of Atlantis call it the mother civilization. In 
fact, there is an Atlantis-type myth in most cultures. We wanted 
Atlantis to look like the literal mother of all civilizations and so 
derived architectural inspiration from Cambodia, India, Egypt, 
Tibet, etc. to form the architecture. From the air, Atlantis is laid out 


in concentric circles, as was described in Plato’s writings. 
—Trousdale 
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ABOVE, LEFT & BELOW: The 
king is the only survivor 
of the cataclysm who 
remembers the sinking of 
Atlantis. Rough animation 
by Mike Cedeno, cleanup 
by Marty Korth. 


CUT TO? 
INT.~-ATLANTEAN PALACE 
The explorers come to the 
entrance of a throne 

room. Kida leads them to 
her father, the KING. 


KIDA: Deh=GEEM, TAH=neb= 
toap. Way~DAH=go-sen NEH= 
bet behr=NOH=tib=-mick. 
(Greetings, your highness. I 
have brought the visitors.) 


KING: MOAKH TAH=mar GWEE= 
sin puhn=NEB-leh=nen KEE= 
duh=-toap. WEEL=tem neb 
GAH=moh=seh=toat deg DOO= 
weh=ren TEE-rid. (You know 
the law, Kida. No out- 
siders may see the city 
and live.) 


Milo surreptitiously 
starts taking notes. 

KIDA: TAHB=toap LOO=-den 
NEH=bet kwahm GEH=soo BOH= 
geh-kem deg YAH=seh=-ken 
GEH=soo-goan=tokh. 

(Father, these people may 
pe able to help us.) 


ABOVE: Visual development 
by Gary Trousdale. 


PREVIOUS PAGES: Visual 
development of the King’s 
throne room. Thumbnail 
by David Goetz, painted 


KING: GWEES DOH=sep=tem 
SOH=bin kwahm AH=lih=-teh= 
kem. (We do not need 
their help.) 


KIDA: Uhd TAHB-toap... 
(But father...) 


KING: Puh-SEEL-leh=-toat. 
TAH=ges DOH=tesh=tem neb 
YOO-teh=poan-kem. (That is 
enough. We will discuss 
this later.) 


ROURKE: *Ahem* Your majesty, 
on behalf of my crew, may I 
say it is an honor to be 
welcomed to your city. 


MILO: Excuse meee. 
Commander? 


KING: You presume much to 
think you are welcome here. 


ROURKE: Sir, we have come 
a long way looking for... 


KING: I know what you 
seek. And you will not 
find it here. Your jour= 
ney has been in vain. 


ROURKE: But we are peaceful 
explorers, men of science== 


KING: And yet you bring 
weapons. 


ROURKE: Our weapons allow 
us to remove obstacles we 
may encounter, 


KING: Some obstacles can= 
not be removed with a 
mere show of force. 
Return to your people. 
You must leave Atlantis 
at once. 


ROURKE: Your majesty...be 
reasonable... 


MILO: (TO ROURKE) Sir--. 
ROURKE: Not now, son. 


MILO: Trust me on this. 
We better do as he says. 


ROURKE: (TO THE KING) May 
I respectfully request that 
we stay one night, sir. My 
men are exhausted. That 
would give us time to rest, 


ABOVE: Visual development 
of the king’s throne room 
by Dennis Greco. 


LEFT: Storyboards by 
Kevin Harkey. 


resupply, and be ready to: 
travel by morning. 


KING: Hmmm...every well. 
One night. That is all. 


ROURKE: Thank you, your 
majesty. 


Milo and Kida exchange 
glances as the crew exits 
the king’s chamber. 


ABOVE: The weary king 
cautions his daughter 
against involyment with the 
outsiders. Production still. 


OPPOSITE: Visual 
development of the city of 
Atlantis by Alex Nino. 


INT.=-ATLANTEAN PALACE 
The heated exchange with 
Rourke has exhausted the 
frail king. He rests in 
his bed once they're out 

of sight. 


KING: Your heart has 
softened, Kida. A thousand 
years ago you would have 
slain them on sight. 


KIDA: A thousand years ago 
the streets were lit and 
our people did not have to 
scavenge for food at the 
edge of a erumbling city. 


KING: The people are 
content. 


KIDA: They do not know 
any better! We were once 
a great people. Now we 
live in ruins. The kings 
of our past would weep if 
they could see how far we 
have fallen. 


KING: Kida... 


KIDA: If these outsiders 

can unlock the secrets of 
our past, perhaps we can 

Save our future. 


KING: What they have to 
teach us, we have already 
learned. 


KIDA: Our way of life is 
dying! 


KING: Our way of life is 
preserved. Kida, when you 
take the throne, you will 
understand. 


cur TO: 
EXT .~~ATLANTEAN 
PALACE STEPS 

Rourke, Helga, and Milo 
are met by the rest of 
the crew. 


SWEET: So, how'd it go? 


MILO: The king and his 
daughter don’t exactly see 
eye to eye. She seems to 
like us okay, but the 
king...I don't know, I 
think he’s hiding something. 


ROURKE: Well, if he's 
hiding something, I want 
to know what it is. 


HELGA: Someone needs to 
talk to that girl. 


MOLE: I will go3 


VINNY: Someone with good 
people skills. 


MOLE: I will do it! 


SWEET: Someone who won't 
scare her away. 


MOLE: I volunteer$ 


PACKARD: Someone who can 
speak the language. 


MOLE: For the good of the 
mission, I will gof 


ROURKE: Good man, Thatch. 
Thanks for volunteering. 


Mole whimpers at his loss. 


AUDREY: Go get em, tiger. 


2 | 


cur TO: 

EXT .-=KING?S 
CHAMBERS, BVENING 
Kida exits the king's 
chambers. Milo watches her 
from behind a column. He 
gives himself a pep talk. 


ABOVE: Production still. 
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BELow: Visual development 
of the city of Atlantis 
by Mike Mignola. 


MILO: (TO HIMSELF) Okay, 
Milo. Don't take no for an 
answer. "Look, I have some 
questions for you, and I'm 
not leaving this city 


until they're answered." 
Yeah, yeah, that’s it, 
that’s good, that's good. 


Kida surprises Milo from 
behind and covers his mouth. 


KIDA: I have some ques= 
tions for you and you are 
not leaving the city 
until they are answered. 


MILO: (CAUGHT OFF GUARD): 
Yeah, well, I...okay. 


KIDA: Shhh Come with me. 


Kida grabs Milo's arm and 
leads him off. 


CUr TOs 

INT.-~KIDA‘'S 

HIDDEN CAVE 

Kida pushes a rock aside, 
revealing the entrance to 
an overgrown cave filled 
with an odd assortment of 
tools and statues. 


KIDA: Oh...there is so 
much to ask about your 
world. You are a scholar, 
are you not? Judging 
from your diminished 
physique and large fore= 
head, you are suited for 
nothing else. What is 
your country of origin? 
When did the floodwaters 
recede? How did yous= 


MILO: Wait a minute, I've 
got a few questions for 
you, too. Let*s do this 
okay=-you ask one. Then 
T*ll ask one. Then you, 
then me, and then, 
well...you get it. 


KIDA: Very well. What is 
your first question? 


MILO: Well, okay. How did 
you get here? Well, I 
mean, not you personally, 
put your culture. I mean, 
how did all of this end 
up down here? 


KIDA: It is said that the 
gods became jealous of 
Atlantis. They sent a 
great cataclysm and ban= 
ished us here. All I can 
remember is the sky going 
dark and people shouting 
and running. Then a 
bright light, like a 
stare, floating above the 
city. My father said it 
called my mother to 
it..el never saw her 
again. 


MILO: I'm sorry. If it's 
any consolation, I know 
how you feel. I lost 
my..eeWait a minute... back 
up. You remember? I mean 
you were there? That's 
impossible. I mean. That 
would make you forty-five-= 
forty eight hundred years 
old. 


KIDA: Yes. 
MILO: Oh, well, wh, hey== 


lookin’ good. Uh, do you have 
another question for me? 


OPPOSITE: Visual development 
by Alex Nino. 
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KIDA: How is it you found 
your way to this place? 


MILO: I'11 tell you, it 
wasn’t easy. If it weren't 
for this book, we never 
would have made it. Okay, 
second question, legend 
has it that you people 
were far more advanced in 
the areas of science and 
technologye.ecee 


Milo hands Kida the joure- 
nal. She turns it over in 
her hands, examining it. 
She runs her fingers over 
the pages, then looks to 
Milo, puzzled. 


KIDA: (INDICATING THE 
ATLANTEAN WRITING) You mean 
you can understand this?§ 


MILO: (IMPATIENTLY) Yes, 
I'm a linguist=--that's 
what I do, that’s my job. 
Now, getting back to my 
question== 


KIDA: (POINTING TO THE 
BOOK) This. Right here, 
you ean read this? 


MILO: Yes$ Yes! I can read 
Atlantean just like you. 


Kida stares at Milo 
blankly. 


TOP: Visual development of 
the stonefish vehicle by 
Ricardo Delgado. 


RIGHT: Visual development by 
Mike Mignola. 


MILO (CONT'D): (REALIZING, 
EMBARRASSED) You can't, 
ean you? 


KIDA: No one can. Such 

knowledge has been lost 
to us since the time of 
the MEH=behl=moak. 


MILO: Oh, the Great Flood. 


KIDA: (INDICATING THE 
JOURNAL) Show me. 


MILO: Okay, uh...LEH=weg= 
tem SHEE=-buhn puhk BEN-tem 
DEE-gen-mil SAH=tib. Yoos 
KEH=ruhn=tem SHAHD=-luhg 
KOAM=tib=loh=nen. 


KIDA: "Follow the narrow 
passage for another 
league. There, you will 
find the fifth marker." 


MILO: Yeah, yeah, that's 
it...How was my accent? 


KIDA: Boorish, provin= 
cial...and you speak it 
through your nose. 


MILO: Yeah, gotta work on 
that. 


Kida looks at the book, 
then grabs Milo. 


KIDA: Here, let me show 
you something$ 


She pulls back a tarp, 
= revealing a giant stone fish, 


MILO: It looks like some 
sort of vehicle. 
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KIDA: Yes, but no matter 
what I try, it will not 
respond. Perhaps if=-= 


Milo studies the writings 
carved on the fish. 


MILO: Way ahead of you. 
Okay, let*’'s see what we 
got here. Okay. "Place 
erystal into slot..." 


KIDA: Yes, yes, I have 
done that. 


MILO: "Gently place your 
hand on the inscription pad." 


KIDA: Yes. 


MILO: Okay, did you turn 


the erystal one quarter 
turn back? 


KIDA: Yes, yes. 


MILO: While your hand was 
on the inscription pad? 


KIDA: Yee= No. 


MILO: Yeah, oh, well, 
there’s your problem right 
theref That's an easy thing 
to miss. You know, you 
deserve credit for even- 
even getting this far. 


Kida glares at Milo. 


MILO (CONT'D): Okay, give 
it a try. 


She does. An internal 
burst of blue energy 
lights the fish's 
surface, and with a tiny 
shudder, it begins to 
hover. Kida and Milo 
react. 


KIDA: YAHD=-lu-goh-nikh!} 
(Atlantean exclamation 
like "Good heavens.") 


MILO: Yeah! You got that 
right. 


Milo turns to Kida. 


MILO (CONT'D): With this 
thing, I can see the whole 
city in no time at all. I 
wonder how fast it goes. 


ABOVE: Milo and Kida work 
together to activate the 
motive power of the stone 
fish. Milo reads instructions 
carved on the fish and 

Kida uses her crystal as 

a key. Production still. 


Milo places his hand on 
the fish. The cycle takes 
off, ping=-ponging around 
the room, crashing into 
walls. Milo and Kida dive 
onto the ground as it 
skims overhead and begins 
to dig its way into the 
floor. 


MILO (CONT'D): So, who'’s 
hungry? 


FOR THIS PART in the film, the entire city of Atlantis was built using the deep-canvas techniques 
developed on Tarzan, so the audience could be swept away with the moment, along with Milo. 


—Trousdale 
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Cur TOs 
EBEXT.e--ATLANTIS CITY 
Milo and Kida are climb-= 
ing a giant stone statue 
covered in overgrowth. 


MILO: We were never prop= 
erly introduced. My name 
is Milo. 


KIDA: My name is Kidagakash,. 


MILO: Kidagashma...You 
got a nickname? 


KIDA: (LAUGHS) Kida. ged 


DR 
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MILO: Okay, Kida. I can 
remember that. 


4s the they reach the top 
of the statue, Milo is 
overwhelmed by the view 
of the city. He wipes a 
tear from his eye. 


MILO (CONT'D): Wow. 
KIDA: What is wrong? 


MILO: Oh, nothing... 
nothing...Il just got 
something in my eye....Ya 
know, my grandpa used to 
tell me stories of this 
place as far back as I 
can remember. I just wish 
he could be standing here 
with me. 


THESE PAGES: Layout 
featuring digital production 
model of the city and 
layout elements, 
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THERE WAS ONCE an elaborate flight sequence 
anticipated for this moment in the film. It was dismissed 
because it stopped the story too much and felt vaguely 
like the flying-carpet scene in Aladdin. The result was a 
brief crash test of the Ketak vehicle (to establish that 
these things really do fly) and the following walking 
tour of Atlantis accompanied by Milo and Kida’s 


“who’s-on-first” dialogue. 
—Wise 


TOP RIGHT: Visual 
development of Atlantean 
warrior by Jean Gillmore. 


ABOVE & RIGHT: Rough 
animation of Milo by Ralph 
Palmer, cleanup by Alex 
Topete. Rough animation of 
Kida by Dave Pimental, 
cleanup by Juliet 


cur TO: 

We see various shots of 
Kida giving Milo a tour 
of the city. 


KIDA: Tell me more about 
your companions. Your physi- 
cian. He is called Cookie. 
MILO: No, that's Sweet. 
KIDA: What is? 

MILO: The doctor. He's Sweet. 


KIDA: Oh, he is kindly. 


MILO: No, no, that's his 
name. 


KIDA: His name is "Kindly"? 


MILO: No, Sweet. Well, 
he's kindly, too. 


KIDA: So all of your doc= 
tors are sweet and kindly. 


MILO: No, well, I'm sure 
some are. Ours is. But 

that's not a requirement. 
You're missing the point. 


KIDA: You are confusing me. 


Milo and Kida pass Audrey 
and Cookie, who are fas= 
cinated with an Atlantean 
tattoo parlor. 


AUDREY: Wow! Look at all 
those tattoos. 


Cookie lifts up his 
shirt, revealing a tattoo 
of the United States. He 
undulates his belly. 


COOKIE: Shoot, that ain't 
nothin’. Lookie here, I 
got all thirty-eight 
United States! Watch me 
make Rhode Island dance! 
Go on, baby, dancel 
Dance§$ There you go. 


Milo and Kida are now 
standing at a booth where 
Kida gives an Atlantean 
some money. In return, he 
gives Kida and Milo each 
a stick that has a crea= 
ture with tentacles on 
it. Kida starts to eat 
the tentacles. 


KIDA: The young girl with 
the machines. What is her 
name? 


MILO: Oh Audrey. She's 
sweet. 


KIDA: Oh, she is your doctor? 


MILO: No...enoe.eno let me 
start again. 


RIGHT: Visual development 
of the city of Atlantis 
by Alex Nino. 
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She takes Milo to a 
bazaar where he is intro= 
duced to an Atlantean 
pet=--which resembles a 
giant slug with feet. The 
slug's owner puts a piece 
of fruit into Milo's 
hand. Milo feeds the 
fruit to the slug, which 


places its mouth 
completely around his arn, 
slobbering 911 over it. 


ABOVE: Visual development 
by Davy Liu and Lisa Keene. 


BELOW LEFT: Visual 
development of Atlanteans 
by Jean Gillmore. 


Cur TOs 

An Atlantean dinner table 
where Milo sits, 
surrounded by Atlanteans, 
holding up oddly shaped 
Atlantean dinner utensils. 


KIDA: Cookies are sweet, 
put yours is not. Sweet 
is kindly, but that is 
not his name. Audrey is 
sweet, but she is not 
your doctor. And the lite 
tle digging animal called 
Mole...he is your pet? 


MILO: Close enough. Can I 
have more of the 
blueish...this... 


GUE WOs> 

BAT .--CITY OF ATLANTIS 
Kida and Milo walk around 
a fairly deserted area 
surrounding a pond, 
catching fireflies. 


MILO: You know, Kida, the 
most we ever hoped to 
find was some crumbling 
buildings, maybe some 
broken pottery. Instead, 
we find a living, thriv- 
ing society. 

Ya know these guys are 
kinda cute when they’re 
not formed into a fiery 
column of death. 


KIDA: We are not thriving. 
True, our people live, but 
our culture is dying. We 
are like a stone the ocean 
beats against. With each 
passing year, a little 
more of us is worn away. 


MILO: I wish there was 
something I could do. 


KIDA: I have brought you 
to this place to ask you 
for your help. There is a 
mural here with writing 
all around the 
pictures... 


OPPOSITE: Layout by 
Scott Caple. 


MILO: Well, you came to 
the right guy....How ‘bout 
we start with this column 
right here...let'’s see... 


Milo turns to get Kida's 
attention and finds her 
disrobing. 


MILO (CONT'D): Uh, 
Kida...ewhat...what are 
you doing? 


KIDA: You do swim, do you 
not? 


MILO: Oh, I swim, pretty 
girl. Pretty good! Good, 
good, swim good, swim pretty 
good. I swim pretty good. 


KIDA: Good. It is a fair 
distance to where we are 
going. 


MILO: Hey, you're talking | 


to the belly flop champ 
at Camp Runamuck. 


Milo awkwardly tries to 
get out of his pants, 
falling over backward. As 
he wades into the water 
with confidence, his boxer 
shorts fill up with air. 
Embarrassed, he quickly 
deflates them and tries to 
change the subject. 


MILO (CONT'D): Oh, ah, 
come on, we're wasting time. 


Milo dives underwater as 
Kida remains above the 


surface. 


After a moment, 


THIS PAGE: Kida leads 
Milo underwater through 
the flooded ruins of ancient 
Atlantis. Storyboards 

by Ed Gombert. 


Milo resurfaces. 


MILO (CONT'D): Ah, why 
don't you lead the way 
because I have no idea 
where we're going. 

Kida dives and Milo fole 
lows. They swim underwater 
through the flooded ruins 
of ancient Atlantean 
puildings. Extensive and 
elaborate murals cover the 
submerged walls, 

Just as Milo is about 
to pass out from a lack 
of oxygen, they surface 
in an air pocket at the 
top of a dome. Milo bumps 
his, head on the low ceile 
ing of the dome. 


KIDA: Are you all right? 


MILO: (ANNOYED) Well, I 
didn't drown, so=-= 


KIDA: Good. Follow me. 


Kida takes a deep breath 
and goes back under. Milo 
follows. 

She leads him to a 
wall with murals which 
depict Atlantis's history. 

Milo wants to talk 
with Kida, and motions for 

hem to go uv for air. 


complete history of 
Atlantis! It’s just like 
Plato described it. Well, 
he was off on a few 
details, but... 


KIDA: The light I saw. 
The star, in the middle 
of the city. What does 


MILO: I don't know yet. 
But we’re gonna find out! 
Come ONecee 


The two dive again. Milo 
uses Kida'’s glowing 
erystal necklace to 
illuminate the wall, 


which reveals a pictorial 


of a large blue crystal 
which has fallen from 
the sky. 

Another depicts 
Atlanteans wearing small 
pieces of the large crystal 
around their necks. 

The two resurface. 


KIDA: What? 


MILO: It's the heart of 
Atlantis! That's what the 
shepherd was talking 
about. It wasn’t a star, 
it was--it was some kind 
of crystal, like these! 


Milo indicates Kida'ts 


MILO (CONT'D): Don't you 
get it? The power source 
itve been looking for, the 
bright light you remember, 
they're the same thing! 


KIDA: That cannot be. 


MILO: It's what's keeping 
all of these things... 
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KIDA: Then where is it now? 


MILO: I don't knows I 
don't know. You'd think 
something this important 
would have been in the 
journal. But=--unless... 
the missing pagel 


ABOVE: Kida and Milo 
explore the underwater 
caves. Visual development 
by Ricardo Delgado. 
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RIGHT: Storyboards 
by Chris Ure. 
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BELOow: Rourke, flanked by 
the heavily armed crew, 
comes clean that the trip to 
Atlantis is really just a 
treasure hunt—and the 
Atlantean crystal is the 
treasure. Production still, 


a meee 


CcUr TO 

EXT.~-CITY¥Y OF ATLANTIS 
Milo emerges first from 
the swim. Rourke and the 
rest of crew are waiting 
for him at the top of the 
stairs. 


ROURKE: You have a nice 
swim? 


MILO: Hey, guys, what's 
going on? 


Milo notices that the 
erew is heavily armed. 


MILO (CONT'D): What's-= 
what's with all the guns? 
Guys? 
(REALIZES) 

I'm such an idiot. This is 
just another treasure hunt 


for you. And you're after 
the crystal 


Rourke pulls the missing 
journal page from his boot. 


ROURKE: Oh, you mean this? 


MILO: The heart of Atlantis. 


ROURKE: Yeah, about 
that.e..i=--I would have 
told you sooner, but it 
was strictly on a need=to= 
know basis, and... well, 
now you know. I had to be 
sure you were one of us. 
Welcome to the club, son’ 


Rourke extends his hand 
to Milo. 


MILO: I'm no mercenary. 


Kida reaches the water 
surface. She is suddenly 
grabbed by the hair by one 
of Rourke’s storm troopers. 
She in turn grabs the 
storm trooper by his head 
and flips him into the 
pool. A second storm 
trooper runs at her. Kida 
leaps out of the pool and 
grabs his gun, kneeing him 
in the groin. In a blink 
of an eye, she takes the 
trooper's gun and pistol, 
pinning him to the ground 
by his neck. 

She draws out her 
knife and prepares to 
finish the job. Suddenly, 
a shot rings out and her 
knife flies free. We see 
Rourke holding his smoking 
pistol. Two storm troopers 
pull her up. 


ROURKE: Mercenary? I 
prefer the term "adventure 
capitalist." Besides, 
you're the one who got us 
here. You led us right to 
the treasure chest. 


THIS PAGE: Storyboards 
by Kevin Harkey. 


OVERLEAF: Visual development 
by David Goetz. 


MILO: You don’t know what 
you're tampering with, 
Rourke. 


ROURKE: What's to know? 
It's big, it's shiny, it’s 
going to make us all rich§ 


MILO: You think it's some 
kind of diamond. I thought 
it was some kind of bat= 
tery. But we're both 
wrong. It's their life 
force. That crystal is the 
only thing keeping these 
people alive. You take 
that away and they'll die. 


ROURKE: (TO HELGA) Well, 
that changes things. 
Helga, whaddaya think? 


HELGA: Knowing that...1'd 
double the price. 


ROURKE: I was thinking 
triple. 


MILO: Rourke, don't do 
this. 


ROURKE: Academics. Never 
wanna get your hands 
dirty. Think about it. If 
you gave back every 
stolen artifact from a 
museum, you'd be left 
with an empty building. 
Wefre just providing a 
necessary service to the 
archaeological community. 


MILO: Not interested. 


ROURKE: I gotta admit, 
I’m disappointed. You're 


an idealist. Just like 
your grandfather. Do your= 
self a favor, Milo. Don't 
be like him. For once, do 
the smart thing. 


Milo stares right through 
him. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): *Sigh* I 
really hate it when nego= 
tiations go sour. 


Rourke snaps his fingers. 
Kida is pushed to the 
ground on her knees. A 
trooper holds his gun at 
the back of her head. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Let's try 
this again. 


as 


ABOVE: Production still of cur TO: stops them by pointing a MILO: Well, there isn't. 


the King and his guards. INT,.~-~ATLANTEAN gun at Kida's head. It just says, "The heart 
KING'S PALACE of Atlantis lies in the 


BELOw: Visual development The king's chamber doors HELGA: Tell them to drop eyes of her king." 
of Atlantean warriors explode, revealing the their weapons...now$ 
by Jean Gillmore. erew. Vinny holds a stick ROURKE: Well, then, maybe 
of dynamite as the rest KING: Koab-DEH=nen TOO= ol* King Cole here can help 
of the armed crew enters. KHIN EPP=-kell=yoakh. (Do us fill in the blanks. 
Rourke holds Milo by his as she says.) 
shirt and Helga escorts The storm troopers surround 
it OU rar Nh sen Kida. HELGA: Spread out! Search the king. Rourke releases 
‘ A A sed everywhere§ Milo, taking the journal 
; VINNY: Knock, knock! out of his hands. As Rourke 
3 The storm troopers and approaches the throne, the 
it fs. . - As the smoke clears, crew begin to ransack the king rises from his bed. 
Fr 4 Cookie steps in. palace. Rourke tightens 
his grip on Milo. ROURKE (CONT'D): How about 
COOKIE: (WAVING HIS SHOT= it, chief? Where's the 
GUN AROUND) Room service ROURKE: (TO MILO) You're erystal chamber? § 
not applying yourself, 
Two of the king's guards son. There's got to be KING: You will destroy 


ABOVE: Rourke makes 
himself comfortable in 
the King’s throne. Rough 
animation by Mike Surrey, 
cleanup by Tracy Lee. 


ROURKE: Maybe I'm not 
being clear. 


Rourke punches the king, 
who falls to the ground. 
Kida tries to run to her 
father. 


KIDA: MOH=khit GWEH=-noage 
loh=nick$ (I will kill 
you for that3) 


Helga holds her back by 
her hair. 
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SWEET: Rourke, this was 
not part of the plan. 


ROURKE: Plan's changed, 
Doc. I'd suggest you put 
a bandage on that bleed= 
ing heart of yours. It 
doesn't suit a mercenary. 


Rourke steps over the 
fallen king and sits on 
his throne. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Well, as 
usual, diplomacy has 
failed us. Now, I'm going 
to count to ten and 
you're going to tell me 
where the crystal is. 

One...(COCKS GUN) 

TWO vee 

Nine... 

Tes= 


Rourke stops and begins 
to smile. 


THE ATLANTEAN §® is a shape developed by John Emerson. It is 
a miniature map of the city of Atlantis (i.e., the outside of the swirl 
is the cave, the inside shape is the silhouette of the city, and the dot is 


the location of the crystal.) It’s a treasure map. on 
—w ise 
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THIS PAGE: Rourke 


discovers the key 

to the heart of 
Atlantis. Storyboards 
by Chris Ure. 


cur TO: 

ROURKE'®S P.OeVe 

He has spotted a beam of 
light that shines into a 
reflecting pool. In the 
pool lies a group of rocks 
that resembles the © 
symbol on the cover of the 
journal. Rourke holds the 
book up; the two symbols 
mateh perfectly. 


ROURKE: (TO HIMSELF): The 
heart of Atlantis lies in 
the eyes of her king. 
This is it! We're in. 


MILO: Rourke, for the 
last time, you gotta 
listen to reason. You 
don't have the slightest 
idea what this power 

is capable of. 


HELGA: True. But I could 
think of a few countries 
who'd pay anything to 
find out. 


Rourke steps out into the 
reflecting pool, and into 
the beam of light. Milo 
and Helga, and a still 
struggling Kida, follow 
Rourke into the water. 


The water begins to 
vibrate. Rourke is stand= 
ing in the center of the 
symbol as it begins to 
descend. 


ROURKE: (TO HELGA AND 
MILO) Hurry, get on! 


Rourke pulls Milo onto 
this "aquavator." The rest 


ABOVE: The Atlantean 3 
marks the spot. Background 
art. 


of the crew watches as 
Rourke, Milo, Helga, and 
Kida slowly sink into the 
unknown. Sweet remains at 
the side of the wounded 
king. 
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INT.-~ATLANTEAN 
CHAMBER OF KINGS 

Once they step off the 
lift, they see it, the 
mother crystal, the heart 
of Atlantis, floating high 
above a placid pool of 
water. Huge carved stones 
slowly orbit and protect 
the great crystal. 


ROURKE: Jackpot. 


The carvings on the ecrys= 
tal's protective stones 
are of faces. Kida'’s eyes 
well up with tears. 


KIDA: (OVERWHELMED) 
Ohhh...the kings of our 
past. 


She falls to kneel in 
prayer. 


KIDA (CONT'D): NEE=shen= 
toap AHD=luhn=tih=-suhg KEH=- 
loab=-tem GAHB=-rihn KAH= 
roak=-lih=-mihk bet gihm DEH= 
moat=-tem net GEH=tuh-noh= 
sen-tem behr=NOAT-lih-mihk 
bet KAH=gihb LEH=wihd-yoakh 
(Spirits of Atlantis, for- 
give me for defiling your 
chambers and bringing 
intruders into the land.) 


ROURKE: Thatch, tell her 
to wrap it up....We got a 
schedule to meet. 


EARLY ON, Ed Ghertner did a drawing of a hydraulic 
sort of elevator that could transport the crew to a lower 


level. The drawing was dismissed at first, but came back 


as an idea of how to enter the crystal chamber. 


Milo kneels down next to 
Kida. 


MILO: Uh, Kida...1l'm 
sorry. 


Rourke steps to the 
water’s edge and kicks a 
small stone into the 
still water. 

This action causes the 
color of the crystal to 
dramatically change from 
blue to a fire red. As if 
the crystal has been awoken 
by Rourke’s actions, it 
sends out search beams 
throughout the chamber. 


HELGA: C'mon, let's get 
this over with. I don’t 
like this place. 


ROURKE: All right, Thatch. 
What's next? 


MILO: Okay. There's a 
giant crystal hovering a 
hundred fifty feet above 
our heads over a bottom= 
less pit of water. 
Doesn't anything surprise 
you?s 


ROURKE: The only thing 
that surprises me is 
you're still talking and 
that thing's not on the 
tryek ves. Now move its 


—Wise 


MILO: I don't know how to 
move it. I don’t even 
know what's holding it up 
there$ 


A beams lands on Kida, 
putting her into a 
trancelike state, while 
the crystal on her neck= 
lace begins to float. 
Robotic, she walks to the 
edge of the pool. 
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ROURKE: Talk to me, 
Thateh. What's happening? 


MILO: All it says here is, 
the crystal is...alive some~ 
howe I don't know how to 
explain it. It's their deity. 
It’s their power source. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Speak 
English, professor. 


MILO: They're a part of it 
and it’s a part of them. I'm 
doing the best I can here 


LEFT & OPPOSITE: The 
crew discovers the Heart 
of Atlantis. Storyboards 
by Todd Kurosawa; 
production still. 
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HOW DO YOU make crystals, usually assumed to be inert minerals, appear alive? We pictured the 
Heart of Atlantis as a moving, shifting, glowing quicksilver orb, floating in its chamber. Hank 
Mayo came up with the idea to have the crystal guarded by the kings of the past (originally in 


floating coffins) which later became the giant rune-stone effigies of the kings. 
—Trousdale 


Rourke reaches for his gun. 
ROURKE: Well, do better. 


MILO: I know=-=why don't 
you translate and I'll 
wave the gun around? 


Kida turns back, emotionless. 


KIDA: SOH=lesh MAH=toh= 
noat MY-loh THATCH=toap. 
Kwahm TEH=red-seh~-nene 

(All will be well, Milo 
Thatch. Be not afraid.) 


way under the floating ground. As she reaches 
ROURKE: What did she say? erystal, the protective the crystal's core, the 

stones that surround it stones begin to revolve 
MILO: (HESITANTLY) I don't open, revealing the crys-= around her very quickly. 
knowe I didn’t catch it. tal inside, As soon she is absorbed 

An intense shaft of into the crystal, the 

Kida walks out onto the light shines on Kida, spinning stones slow down, 
water. As she makes her lifting her off the and come to a stop. 


Top: Production ‘still. 


LEFT: Layout development 


by Marcelo Vignali. 


RIGHT: The chamber of the 
Heart of Atlantis. Visual 
development by Matt Codd. 


WE KNEW the powerful mother crystal couldn’t be 
moved by normal means. It’s both the lifeforce and 
deity to the Atlanteans, possesed of energy forces 
that would rival plutonium, and accordingly, it is 
extremely dangerous to move or touch. We figured 
the crystal would seek out a living host. This turned 
into the notion of the crystal being a live entity 
capable of seeking out a member of royalty as a host 
in times of danger. In the prologue Kida’s mother 
hosts the crystal to save Atlantis from the great flood. 
Here, Kida is the host. 


—Trousdale 


Milo starts to walk forward 
as Rourke holds him back. 


ROURKE: Hold your horses, 
loverboy. 


MILO: Kida... 


Kida slowly floats down 
to the water. The one 
thing that is clear is 
that Kida has become the 
crystal. 


MILO (CONT'D): Kida’ 


As Kida walks to shore, 
the protective stones 
pegin to erash down into 
the water around her. 
Kida walks ashore. Rourke 
reaches out to touch her. 


MILO (CONT'D): No, don'ts 
Don't touch herJ 


The crystal that was 
around Kida's neck is now 
an even brighter light illu= 
minated from within her. 


THESE PAGES AND OVERLEAF: 


Production 3tilis. 


ra 


Rourke and his troopers. 


ABOVE LEFT & RIGHT: 
Character development by 
Mike Mignola. 


Top: Character development 


SUL TOs 
EXT.“~ATLANTEAN ARENA 
The now crystallized Kida 
is placed in a transport 
pod that Audrey seals 
tightly. ; 

The pod is loaded onto 
a truck. Milo watches as 
the crew prepares to leave 
the city. Storm troopers 
hold the Atlanteans and 
Milo back. 


SERGEANT: C'mon, step back. 


ROURKE: Sergeant, keep 
those people back. 


SERGEANT: Your heard him, 
step back. 


MILO: So, I guess this 
is how it ends, huh? 
Fine, you win. You're 
wiping out an entire 
civilization. But 
hey..eyou’ll be rich. 


Milo addresses the crew 
individually. 


MILO (CONT'D): 
Congratulations, Audrey, 
guess you and your dad 
will be able to open up 
that second garage after 
all. And Vinny you--you 


can start a whole chain 
of flower shops. I'm sure 
your family's gonna be 
very proud. But that’s 
what it's all about, 
right? Money. 


ROURKE: Get off your 
soapbox, Thatch. You've 
read Darwin...-elt's 
called natural selection. 
We're just helping it 
along. 


HELGA: Commander! We're 
ready$ 


ROURKE: Yeah, give me a 
minute. I know I'm for- 
getting something. Got the 
cargo, the crystal, 
ecreWeeeeOh, yeahs 


Rourke spins around and 
punches Milo, who crashes 
to the ground. His photo 
of him and his grand= 
father falls. Rourke 
eatches Milo's glasses in 
midair. As Rourke cleans 
Milo’s lenses, he steps on 
and shatters the photo. 


ROURKE (CONT'’D): Look at 
it this way, son. You were 
the man who discovered 
Atlantis and now you're 
part of the exhibit. 

Rourke tosses Milo his glasses. 


ROURKE: Let*’s move, people. 


HELGA: That was an order, 
not a suggestion. Let's go. 


Audrey gets in her truck. 


ABOVE: Audrey has a 
change of heart. Rough 
Animation by Anne 
Marie Bardwell, cleanup 


by Ruben Procopio. 


TOP RIGHT: Vinnie realizes 
that stealing the heart 
of Atlantis is wrong. 
Production still. 


Staring at the steering 
wheel, she knows this is 
wrong. 

Frustrated, she kicks 
open her truck door and 
walks over to help Milo. 
With a glare from Audrey, 
the remaining crew follows 
her. All except Rourke, 
Helga, and Mrs. Packard. 


PACKARD: We're all gonna 
die ° 


She joins the others at 
Milo's side, 


ROURKE: Oh, you can't be 
serious. 


AUDREY: This is wrong, 
and you know it. 


ROURKE: We're this close 
to our biggest payday ever 


and you pick now of all 
times to grow a conscience? 


VINNY: We've done a lot of 
things we're not proud of. 
Robbing graves, plundering 
tombs, double parking. But 
nobody got hurt...well 
maybe somebody got hurt... 
but nobody we knew. 


ROURKE: Well, if that's 
the way you feel about 
it, fine. More for me. 


Rourke climbs into his 
truck and starts the 
engine, 


ROURKE (CONT'D): (TO HIM= 
SELF) P.T. Barnum was 
right. 


Helga and the storm 
troopers cross the bridge, 


heading toward the 
volcano shaft. 

As Kida gets farther 
away, the city and the 
individual Atlantean 
crystals begin to dim. 

In anger, Milo lunges 
to follow Rourke over the 
rope bridge. 


MILO: We can't let him do 
this! 


Vinny holds him back. 
VINNY: Wait a minute. 


Rourke sets off an explosion 
that destroys the bridge. 


VINNY (CONT'D): Okay, now 
you can go. 


SWEET: (0.S.) Milo! You'd 
better get up here 
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RIGHT: The king reveals 

the history of Atlantis. 
Storyboards by Dean 

De Blois and Todd Kurosawa. 


BoTTOM: Milo appeals to 
the Atlanteans in a scene 
that did not make it into 
the final film. Storyboards 
by Dean De Blois. 


THE KING’S deathbed confession has always been an important 
plot turn. Early ideas included a highly stylized, almost woodcut- 
like flashback of the day Atlantis sank. This idea was cut completely 
and the later flashbacks of the prologue were added by editor Ellen 
Keneshea to help underscore the king’s speech to Milo. For about 
two years, there was a sequence after the king’s death that featured 
Milo making an impassioned plea to the Atlantean people to wake 
up and realize their legacy. In the end it never rang true. Poor 
Michael J. Fox read about ten different versions of this speech, 
inspired by movies like Braveheart, Patton, and Independence Day. The 
sequence was cut in early 2000 and a short sequence of Milo firing up 
the stone fish took its place. Instead of berating the Atlanteans like an 
angry politician, he instead leads by example, with a minimum of 


words spoken—more John Wayne, less John Kennedy. 
kn 


CUT TO: 

INT. ~“ATLANTEAN 
KING'S PALACE 

Sweet is tending to the 
king. 


MILO: How's he doing? 


SWEET: *Sigh* Not good, 
I’m afraid. Internal 
bleeding. There's nothing 
more I can do. 


MILO: What a nightmare. 
And I brought it here. 


SWEET: Ah, don't go 
beatin’ yourself up. He's 
been after that crystal 
since Iceland. 


Milo suddenly realizes... 


MILO: The crystal. Sweet, 
that's it! These--these 
erystals=--they have some 
sort of healing energy. 
Itve--I've seen it work! 


The king grabs Milo's wrist. 
KING: No. (WITH LABORED 


BREATHING) Where is my 
daughter? 


Milo sighs and looks away. 


MILO: Well, she uh==she, uh=~ 


KING: She has been cho-= 
sen. Like her mother 
before her. 


MILO: What? 


KING: In times of danger, 
the crystal will choose a 
host, one of royal blood 
to protect itself and its 
people. It will accept no 
other. 


MILO: Wait a minute. Choose? 
So this thing is alive? 


KING: In a way. The crys=- 
tal thrives on the collec= 
tive emotions of all who 
came before us. In return, 
it provides power, 
longevity, protection. As 
it grew, it developed a 
consciousness of its own. 
In my arrogance, I sought 
to use it as a weapon of 
wareeebut its power proved 
too great to control...it 
overwhelmed us and led to 
our destruction. 


THIS PAGE: The crystal 
a takes Kida as a host. 


Visual development 


by Marcelo Vignali. 
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ABOVE: On his deathbed, 
the King entrusts Milo to 
save Kida. Production still. 


MILO: That's why you hid 
it beneath the city. To 
prevent history from 
repeating itself. 


KING: And to prevent Kida 
from suffering the same 


fate as my beloved wife. 


MILO: What do you mean? 
What's going to happen to 
Kida? 


KING: If she remains 
ponded to the crystal, 
she could be lost to it 
forever. The love of my 


daughter is all I have 
left. And my burden 
would have become hers 
when the time was right. 
But now.e.eit falls to 
youe 


MILO: Me? 

KING: Return the crystal. 
Save the city. Save my 
daughter. 


The king dies. 


Milo clenches the crystal 
in his fist. Sweet 


arranges the king in a 
peaceful position and 
closes his medical case, 


SWEET: So, what's it 
going to be? 


Milo turns to face Sweet. 
MILO: Excuse me?! 

SWEET: I followed you in 
and I'1l1 follow you out. 


It's your decision. 


MILO: Oh, my decision?! 
I-=-I think we've seen how 


effective my decisions 
have beens Let's recap: 

I lead a band of 
plundering vandals to the 
greatest archaeological 
find in recorded history, 
thus enabling the kidnap 
and/or murder of the 
royal family, not to men= 
tion personally delivering 
the most powerful force 
known to man into the 
hands of a mercenary nut= 
case who's probably gonna 
sell it to the kaiser! 
Have I left anything out? 


SWEET: Well, you did set 
the camp on fire and drop 
us down that big hole. 


MILO: Thank you. Thank 


you very much? 


Milo sits down beaten, 
hopeless. 


SWEET: Of course, it's 
been my experience when 
you hit bottom, the only 
place left to go, is up. 


MILO: Who told you that? 


SWEET: Fella by the name 
of Thaddeus Thatch. 


Milo holds up the crystal. 


Se” 


ee Se IK._g—S* 


Sweet uses the words aN 
of Thaddeus Thatch 
to encourage Milo. 


THIS PAGE: Rough animation 
by John Pomeroy, cleanup 


by Alex Topete. 


ABOVE: Production still. 
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LEFT: Visual development by 


David Goetz. 


BELOw: Visual development 
by Jim Martin. 


THE ORIGINAL setup to the dogfight featured Rourke and Helga flying away from Atlantis in an airplane with the crystal 


princess aboard. This was cut and replaced with Helga and Rourke driving away and blowing up the bridge. 


Cur Tor 

BXT .~~ATLANTEAN 
KING’S PALACE 

Milo walks out of the 
king's doors and sees the 
crew. 


AUDREY: Where ya goin’? 

MILO: I'm going after Rourke. 
AUDREY: Milo, that's crazy. 
MILO: I didn't say it was 
the smart thing, but it’s 


the right thing. 


Milo leaves with a head 


Vinny look at each 
other. 


AUDREY: (TO VINNY) C'mon, 
we better make sure he 
doesn't hurt himself. 


Milo elimbs onto one of 
the stone fish statues. 


AUDREY (CONT'D): Milo, 
what do you think you're 
doing? 


MILO: Just follow my lead’ 
Milo sticks the king's 


erystal into the keyhole. 


MRS. PACKARD: Well, I'm 
impressed. 


MILO: It's simple, all 
you gotta do isSee. 


Audrey jumps on Milo's 
fish and pushes him out 
of the way. 


AUDREY: Yeah, yeah, shut 
UuUpe We get iteece 


Audrey goes to put her 
hand onto the crystal pad. 


MILO: No, no wait! 


a a oe, ee a a eas. | 


—Trousdale 


and slams into a wall. 


MILO (CONT’D}: Gently, 
just gently. 


VINNY: Hey, Milo, you got 
something sporty, ya 
know..-elike a tuna? 


ATLANTEAN #1: How is this 
done? 


Milo hops down from the 
fish and holds up the 
king’s crystal necklace. 


MILO: All you gotta do is 
use the crystals. Kida 


a a a oa 


aeae 


Everyone runs for a stone 
fish. 


MILO (CONT'D): Half turn 


right, quarter turn 
back...ekeep your hand on 
the pad. 


The Atlantean warriors 
start up their fish. 


COOKIE: Saddle up part= 
ners...ebring jerky and 
ammo § 


The Atlantean armada lifts 
up into the sky. 


MOLE: I'm so excited... 


As the armada takes off 


over the crowd of 
eivilians, Milo calls 
out: 


MILO: We're gonna make 
history or be history$ 
Now let's do it? 


The new Atlantean Armada 
takes off 


The new Atlantean Armada 
takes off to rescue Kida and 
the Heart of Atlantis. 


BELOw: Visual development 
of the Atlantean Armada by 


Matt Codd. 


OVERLEAF: Production still. 
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Vinny masters the 
weaponry of the 
Atlantean stone fish. 


ABOVE: Rough animation of 
Vinny by Christopher Sauve, 
cleanup by June Fujimoto. 


RIGHT: Storyboards 
by Kevin Harkey. 


cur TOs 
INT.--ATLANTEAN CAVE 
Milo's armada is on the way. 


MILO: Here's the plan.... 
We're gonna come in low 
and fast and take ‘em by 
surprise, 


AUDREY: I've got news for 
you, Milo. Rourke is 
never surprised, and he's 
got a lot of guns. 


MILO: Great! Well do you 
have any suggestions? 


VINNY: Yeah...don’t get shot} 


MILO: There they are$ 


ROURKE: We've got company! 


The troopers shoot at the 
stone fish, and the 
Atlanteans retaliate with 
spears. Vinny accidentally 
presses a button on his 
fish and activates a 
lightning blaster. A 
laserlike beam shoots from 
the fish's mouth, taking 
out a row of storm 
troopers. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Take her 
ups 


VINNY: Okay, now things 
are getting good. 


MILO: Vinny, heads up! We 
can't let *em reach the 


top of that shaft. 


Rourke yells at Helga to show 
her oncoming stone fish. 


ROURKE: Lieutenant$ 
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The fish continue to 
obliterate the troopers? 
trucks and weapons. The 
troopers retaliate with 
fighter planes, 

Milo looks up at the 
transport pod. He can see 
Kida through a portal 
window in the pod. 

Milo desperately tries 
to direct his troops. 


MILO: Get that guy! No, not 
that guy! The other guy! 


The troopers fire machine 
guns at the Atlanteans and 
erew. Vinny retaliates 
with a lightning bolt from 
his stone fish. He flies 
through the explosion. 


MILO (CONT'D): Vinny, new 
plan. You and me-=-we'fre 


gonna be decoys. Sweet, 
Audreyeoes 


SWEET: We're on it$ 


cur TO: 

EXT .~--ROURKE’S BALLOON 
Helga fires at the 

armada, but her pistol 
quickly runs out of 
ammunition. 


ROURKE: Looks like some= 
body’s working overtime. 


EXT .~~CRYSTAL 
TRANSPORT POD 

Audrey and Sweet hover by 
the crystal pod balancing 
on their stone fish. 
Audrey tries to cut 
through the chains holding 
the pod to the balloon 
with Sweet's medical saw. 


ASCE “Wins 


‘Shi aR SIN 


AUDREY: I thought you 
said this thing could cut 
through a femur in 
twenty-eight seconds. 


SWEET: Less talk, more saw! 


Cur To: 

EXT.--MILO?'S 

STONE FISH 

Milo flies by the balloon 
and jumps from his fish 
to the balloon's netting. 
As his now unmanned fish 
flies past it rips a small 
tear in the balloon. The 
balloon begins to lose 
altitude. 


SWEET: Come on, girl. 
Time's up. 


A vicious dogfight ensues, 
pitting the industrial-age 
machines of the expedition 


against the organic, almost 
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magical vehicles of the 
Atlantean fleet. 


ABOVE: Visual development 
by Jim Martin. 


LEFT: Visual development by 
Dennis Greco. 


BELOow: Storyboards 


by Kevin Harkey. 
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PREVIOUS PAGES: Visual 
development by Peter 
Bielicki and Greg Drolette. 


THESE PAGES: With 

the balloon losing 
altitude, Helga battles 
Rourke for survival. 
Rough animation of 
Helga by Juan-José 
Guarnido Ariza, cleanup 
by Florence Montceau. 


CUr TOs 


EXT.~~ROURKE'S BALLOON 


ROURKE: Wefre losing alti- 
tude. Lighten the load. 


Helga throws the last of 
the fuel tanks over. 


HELGA: That's it. Unless 
someone wants to jump. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Ladies 
first. 


Rourke pushes Helga over the 
side. With catlike reflexes 
she catches the balloon's 
railing and swings back up, 
landing with a roundhouse 
kick to Rourke's face. 
Rourke staggers back, 
Helga kicks him again. 


HELGA: (AS SHE KICKS 
ROURKE) You said we were 
in this together! You 
promised me a percentages 


her foot, twists it, and 
throws her over for good. 


ROURKE: Next time, get it 
in writing. 


HELGA (CONT'D): Rourkel!3%3 
Helga falls to the ground. 
ROURKE: Nothing personal. 


Milo, still climbing down 
the balloon, swings toward 
Rourke and lands on hin. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): Well, I 
have to hand it to you. 
You're a bigger pain in 
the neck than I would have 
ever thought possible. 


Milo attempts to punch 
Rourke, who catches Milo's 
fist and punches it back 
into Milo's face. 


flies into and through 
the side railing. As Milo 
hangs from the railing, 
he reaches for the chain 
that holds Kida's pod. 


ROURKE (CONT'D): I consider 
myself an even=tempered 
man. Takes a lot to get 
under my skin. But congrat~ 
ulations, you just won the 
solid-gold Kewpie doll. 


Milo swings from chain to 
chain. Rourke climbs down 
toward him. 


BXT.--ATLANTEAN CAVE 
(GROUND) 

Helga, still alive, barely, 
aims her flare gun and 
fires it at the balloon. 


BXT.--BALLOON 

The flare hits the bal-= 
loon and it catches fire. 
Rourke breaks a glass 
container that holds an 
axe. AS Milo climbs up 
the chains, Rourke swings 
his axe wildly at him. 


ROURKE: Tired, Mr. Thatch? 
Hal That's a darn shame$ 
"Cause I'm just getting 
warmed up 


Rourke swings at Milo and 
instead smashes in the 
window of the transport 
pod. Thinking quickly, 
Milo grabs a shard of 
broken glass still glowing 
with crystal energy. 
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Rourke grabs Milo by the 
throat just as Milo 
slices Rourke's arm with 
the energized glass. 

Rourke’s arm, and then 
his entire body, begins 
to erystallize. However, 
instead of remaining blue, 
Rourke turns red and 
black, and hardens like a 
burnt ember. 

Milo sighs with 
relief. 


MILO: Thank heaven. 


Suddenly, Rourke reawakens 
and reaches for Milo. 
Serambling away from 
whatever Rourke is now, 
Milo leads what's left of 
Rourke to back into the 
balloon's swing blades, 
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smashing him into 
smithereens. 

The chain holding the 
transport pod breaks and 
it falls to the ground. 
Milo jumps off the balloon. 
He manages to push the 
pod out of the way just 
before the balloon lands 
and explodes, 

The force of the 
explosion creates spider= 
ing tears in the ground. 
Lava begins to erupt from 
these fissures. 


BELOw: Rourke catches 
hold of Helga’s boot. 
Production still. 
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The armada flees the 
erupting volcano. 


ABOVE: Visual development 
by Marcelo Vignali 


and Carl Jones. 


BELOw: Visual development 
by Marcelo Vignali. 


The crew run to Milo. 
Mole notices the lava. 


MOLE: The volcano==she 
awakes] 


Vinny is quick to speak up. 


VINNY: Hey, I had nothing 
to do with it? 


COOKIE: This here would be 
a good place not to be. 


MILO: No, wait, we gotta 
get her back or the whole 
city will diel 


AUDREY: If we don't get 
out of here, we'll diel 


MILO: It's the only way to 
reverse this. Just do itl 


Milo grabs a chain and 
hooks it to the trans= 
port pod. Audrey and 
Vinny attach the other 
end to the crew's fish's 
tail. As the fish takes 
off, the chain breaks 
and Milo elimbs back 
down to save it. 


AUDREY: Milo, nof 


Milo dodges the erupting 
lava and hooks the chain 


around the transport pod 
and holds on. 


MILO: Gol 


Milo holds on to the pod 
as the fish lifts off. 
They race back through the 
eaves to reach the city. 


TOs 

EXT.--CIiTY OF ATLANTIS 
The crew comes flying out 
the last cave just as the 
lava bursts through. They 
make it back to the city and 
fly to the center plaza. 

Milo manages to land 
and guide the transport 
pod down safely, 

Using an Atlantean 
spear, Milo is able to 
pry a small part of the 
pod open. 

The walls of the pod 
fly off, revealing the 
captive princess. The 
pieces hover, and then 
fly away. Kida hovers in 
the center plaza. 

Beneath the city, the 
protective stones are 
brought to life by the 
return of Kida's energy. 
They light up and begin 
to rise, breaking through 
the plaza center surface. 


Milo prys open the pod in 


which Kida is encased. 


ABOVE & RIGHT: Storyboards 


by Todd Kurosawa. 


ToP: Visual development 


by Marcelo Vignali. 


RIGHT: An elaborate system 
of controls allows a digital 
animator to manipulate the 
Stone Giants in much the 
same way a puppeteer would 
manipulate a marionette. 


BELOW & INSET: 


Production stills. 


EXT,.~-=-ATLANTEAN ARENA 
Milo tries to run to Kida, 
put is stopped by a stone 
rising from the ground. 
The stones surround Kida 
as they all begin to float 
above the city. 

Mole notices the lava 
breaking through the cave 
walls. 


MOLE: The fissure=-it's 
about to eject its pyro- 
clastic fury! 


SWEET: Milos’ Mole says 
the wall's gonna blow3 


The stones once again 
orbit Kida. As they spin 
she becomes brighter and 
prighter, electric beams 
emanate from her body. The 
beams activate giant fallen 
stone statues throughout 
the city. They begin to 
rise out of the water, 
energized by the beams. 
Once standing, they form a 
circle around the city. 
Just as the lava 
breaks through the cave 
walls, these giant stone 
guardians clap their 
hands, creating a dome of 
energy that covers the 
city. As the huge wave of 
lave swallows Atlantis, 
the force field holds firm 
and the city is protected. 
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Kida descends from above 
the city into Milo’s arms. 


LEFT: Visual development by 
Marcelo Vignali. 


PREVIOUS PAGES: Storyboards 


by Todd Kurosawa. . BELOw: Production still. 
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The lava quickly cools 

and hardens over the 

dome. It just as quickly 

cracks and falls away. 
Kida floats back 

down and lands in Milo'’s 

arms. 


KIDA: Milo. 


Kida slowly opens her 
hand and finds the 
childhood bracelet that 
her mother had taken. 
Kida throws her arms 
around Milo, overcome with 
emotion. 

The rest of the crew 
gathers around Milo and 
Kida. 

The steam from the 
lava hitting the water 
clears, and reveals a 
new, beautiful Atlantis: 
the hidden Atlantis of 
the past; now more beau= 
tiful than ever before. 
Kida grabs Milo'ts hand. 


THIS PAGE: Kida finds the 
bracelet she had lost 
when her mother was 

taken by the crystal. Rough 

animation of Kida by Randy 
Haycock, cleanup by 
Juliet Stroud-Duncan. 

Rough animation of Mile 

by Oliver Thomas, 
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cur TO: 
EXT.--ATLANTEAN ARENA 
The crew is gathered at 
the plaza center and some 
Atlanteans are loading up 
a stone fish with all 
sorts of treasures. 


KIDA: (TO THE CREW) 
Atlantis will honor your 
names forever. I only 
wish there was more we 
could do for you. 


PRECEDING PAGES & BELOW: 
Production stills. 


VINNY: Ah, you know, 
thanks anyway. But, eh, I 
think we're Zooderee 


MILO: They'll take you as 
far as the surface. 


AUDREY: We're really gonna 


miss you, Milo. 


VINNY: (STARTING TO GET 
CHOKED UP) You know, I'm 
gonna reopen that flower 
shop...e.and I’m gonna 
think of you guys every 
single day...Monday 
through Friday. Nine to 
five. Saturday until 
two. Sunday--I'm gonna 
take Sunday off, proba~ 
bly. And maybe I'll go 
in for a couple of 
hours, you know. But 


August==-I'm gonna take 
Augustece 


Cookie walks up to Milo. 


COOKIE: I ain't so good 
at speechifying...but I 
wanted you to have this. 


Cookie pulls out a small 
barrel from his waders. 


COOKIE (CONT'D): It’s the 
bacon grease from the 
whole trip. 


MILO: Cookie...lLeoe 


Cookie turns away with 
tears in his eyes. 


COOKIE: (EMOTIONAL) 
Nahraraeces 


Audrey kisses Milo, then 
she fakes a punch. Milo 
flinches. 


AUDREY: Aha’ Two for 
flinching?! 


She lightly punches Milo 
on the arm. 


AUDREY (CONT'D): See ya, 
Milol 


MOLE: Ah, Milo$ 


Mole reaches to Milo for 
a huge 


MILO: Mole$...Wow! Hey. oe 
Not wanting to actually 


touch Mole, Milo pats him 
on the head. 


MILO (CONT'D): Well, good= 
bye, Mole?’ 


SWEET: Are you sure you 
want to stay? There's a 
hero's welcome waiting for 
the man who discovered 
Atlantis. 


MILO: I don't think the 
world needs another hero. 
Besides, I hear there's 
an opening down here for 
an expert in gibberish. 


Sweet puts his hand out. 


SWEET: You take good care 
of yourself, Milo Thatch. 


Milo reaches out his 
hand. 


MILO: Yeah, you too, Sweet. 


They shake, and then Sweet 
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THIS PAGE: Packard 
expresses the wishes of 
the crew when she drones, 
“Can we go home now?” 
Rough animation by Dave 
Pruiksma, cleanup 

by Steve Zupkas. 


SWEET: Come here? 

MILO: (POINTING TO HIS 
NECK) Sweet...before you 
gO..-could you... 


SWEET: No problem. 


Sweet twists Milo's neck 
to crack it. 


MILO: Thanks. 


SWEET: Oh, you're gettin! 
a. bill. 


PACKARD: Can we go home now? 
SWEET: C'mon, y’alls Let's 
get one last shot in 
front of the fish! 


The crew poses for a picture. 


ATLANTEAN: Say gochk’ 
(Cheesel) 


CREW: (IN HALTING 
ATLANTEAN) Gochk! (Cheese!) 


A white flash fills the 


MOLIERE played so well in our Denver 
preview that we felt he didn’t get a 
proper send off. We added a “curtain call” 
moment for him in Whitmore’s study. He 
can’t stand being in his clean dress clothes 
and strips them off to burrow into 


Whitmore’s potted palm. 
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CUE, TO: 
INT.~=WHITMORE'S STUDY 
Everyone except Milo is 
standing in the same 
position as the photo just 
taken in Whitmore’s home. 
They are wearing Atlantean 
erystals as jewelry. 
Whitmore is flipping 
through some photos of 

the adventure. 


WHITMORE: Now, let's go 
over it again, just so 
we've got it straight. 
You didn't find anything. 


VINNY: Nope. Just a lot of 
rocks...And fish...little 
fish. Sponges. 


Whitmore looks down at a 
photo of the flying stone 
fish. 


WHITMORE: What happened to 
Helga? 


COOKIE: Well, we lost her 
when the flaming zevpelin 


came down on her==- 
(COOKIE IS HIT WITH AN 
UMBRELLA.) 

Uh, missing. 


WHITMORE: That's right. 
And Rourke? 


SWEET: Nervous breakdown. 
You could say he went all 
to pieces. 


COOKIE: In fact, you could 
say he was transamorgafied 
and then busted into a 
zillion=--*ahem*==-He's 
missing too. 


Cookie smiles-=-he's 
sporting a crystal tooth. 


WHITMORE: What about Milo? 


AUDREY: Went down with 
the sub. 


Whitmore holds a picture 
of Milo with Kida. 


WHITMORE: *Sigh* I’m gonna 


he’s in a better place now. 


He unwraps a package which 
contains a crystal neck= 
lace and a note from Milo. 


MILO: (V.O.) Dear Mr. 
Whitmore, I hope this 
piece of proof is enough 
for youe It sure con= 
vineed me. Thanks from 
both of us. Milo. 


Whitmore places the crystal 
necklace around his neck. 

A white flash fills the 
screen. 


EEE 


The returning members of 
the crew, vow to keep 
the existence of Atlantis 


a secret. 


PRECEDING PAGES & ABOVE: 


Production stilis. 


LEFT: Storyboards 
by Chris Ure. 


OPPOSITE: Whitmore opens 


GUY Tos 
BXT.--ATLANTBEAN ARENA 
An image is being carved. 
Milo, now dressed in 
Atlantean garb, helps Kida 
put the finishing touches 
on the stone. 

Kida kisses her crystal 
and touches the stone, 
which we now see is in 
the likeness of her 
father. The stone lights 
up and rises to join the 
other kings of past. 

As the crystal moves 
skyward, the camera pulls 
out to reveal that the 
eity is very much alive. 
As we pull back for the 
last look, a stone fish 
flies quickly into camera 
and we smash to the 
title card. 


ATLANTIS: 
THE LOST EMPIRE 


THE END 


Atlantis is restored 
to its former glory. 


RIGHT: Visual development 
by Scott Caple and 
Greg Drolette 


Inset: After his death, — 
Kida’s father’s reign 


is represented by the 


eleventh stone (center). 


Visual development by 
Marcelo Vignali. 
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ATLANTIS 


THE LOST EMPIRE 


THRE ILLUS PRAT E DD. SOR IPT 
(ABRIDGED WITH NOTES PROM FHE FILMMAKERS) 


Atlantis, Disney’s newest animated feature, is an epic adventure with a 
fresh, graphic style. The film’s story follows protagonist Milo Thatch 
on a wild journey to discover the lost empire of Atlantis. 


The North Atlantic in ancient times: a powerful explosion sends a towering wave and blinding blue 

light toward the continent of Atlantis. As her citizens scramble for cover, the Living Crystal, the 

_ Atlanteans mythic power source, forms a dome around the city to protect her and her inhabitants 
from total annihilation as Atlantis sinks to the center of the earth in a great flood. 


Washington, D.C., 1914: The discovery of an ancient book—the legendary Shepherd’s Journal—is 
the catalyst for an expedition to discover Atlantis. Attributed to a shepherd named Aziz, the 
journal was first thought to be the writings of a madman, but later proved to be a detailed account 
of the shepherd’s unbelievable encounter with a vast underground civilization. ' 


As the expedition crew sets off aboard the submarine Ulysses, the book is in the hands of Milo 
Thatch. Thatch is a timid, but brilliant, young cartographer and linguist who is determined to find 
the lost empire of Atlantis, thereby fulfilling his grandfather’s fantastic dream. 


Milo’s knowledge of the Atlantean language and Atlantis helps lead the expedition through danger 
after danger, adventure after adventure, until they finally reach the lost city. Shocked to discover 
that Atlantis is not the dusty archaeological ruin he expected, Milo is truly amazed to find that 
Atlantis lives. Its culture and people, though in decline, have survived at the center of the earth for 
centuries. The initial joy of this remarkable discovery soon vanishes as Milo finds his values and 
instincts at odds with his crewmates’—mercenaries whose singular motivation is financial gain. 

In the pages of this unique volume, the story of a mythical world and its people is revealed to 
readers along with insightful commentary from the filmmakers. Stunning conceptual artwork and 
images from the film help illustrate the life-changing journey during which Milo connects with his 
grandfather’s essential spirit, embraces and fights to protect a fascinating culture, and discovers 
his true self—a passionate and courageous hero. 


A WELCOME BOOK 


FRONT COVER ART: Visual development @ 
by Scott Caple and Greg Drolette. | ISNEQ 
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